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My  .Bear  Sir' —   *,  '■•  /* 
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AccepJ,.Aitbl:  Toe  the  dedication  of  this  little  work  as  a  token  ( 

Jlreciation  for  the  kih^,  friendship  you  have  ever  displayed^  toward 

"Wishing  you  'all  the  happiness  and  prosperity  that  can  fall  to  i 
man,  believe  me  '• 

Your' Friend,  'f-    ,•  :.'■'    »  . 

u  *"    The  Aoti 
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PREFACE. 


The  plot  of  this  little  work  was  first  thought  of  by  thg  writer  in  the- 
month  of  December,  1862,  on  hearing  the  story  of  a  soldier  from  New 
Orleans,  who  arrived  from  Camp  Douglas  just  in  time  to  see  his  Wife  die 
at  Jackson,  Mississippi.  Although  the  Press  of  that  city  made  no  notice 
of  it,  the  case  presented  itself  as  a  fit  subject  for  a  literary  work.  If  the 
picture  drawn  in  the  following  pages  appears  exaggerated  to  our  readers, 
they  will  at  least  recognize  the  moral  it  contains  as  truthful. 

Trusting  that  the  public  will  overlook  its  marry  defects,  the  Author  yet 
hopes  there  will  be  found  in  this  little  book,  matter  of  sufficient  interest 
to  while  away  the  idle  hoar  of  the  reader. 

Atlanta,  April  20th,  1864. 


THE    TRIALS 


THE    SOLDIER'S   WIFE. 


CHAPTER  FIRST. 
TTiic  *•  <'Ri5sn.;vi'  city" — niB    in.rs  hint's   r>B..-'\r;T*j'Kn:. 


■  -S  .. 


Kisa  pkadee,  have  vou  over  been  to  Now  Orleans  ?  If  not, 
we  will  attempt  to  describe  the  metropolis  ot  the  Confederate 
States  of  America.  -^ 

New  Orleans  is  situated  on  the  Mississippi  river,  uiui  Is  built 
in  the  shape  of  a  crescent,  from  which  it  derives  the  appellation 
•''f  "-Crescent  City.''  The  inhabitants— that  is,  the  educated 
c-ass— are  universally  considered  as  the  most  refined  and  aris- 
trocratic  members  of  society  on  the  continent.  When  we  say 
:tristrocratks  we  do  not  mean  a  pretension  of  superiority  above 
others,  but  that  elegance  ami  etiquette  winch  distinguish  the 
fiarven/r,  of  society,  and  the  vulvar,  but  wealthy-class  of  cit- 
izens with  which  this  country  is  infested.  The  ladies  of  New 
Orleans  arc  noted  for  their  beauty  and  refinement,  and  are  cer- 
tainly, as  a  general  thing,  the  most  accomplished  class  of  fe- 
males in  the  South,  except  the  fair  reader  into  whose  hands  this 
work  may  fall. 

It  was  in  the  month  of  May,  lSGi,  that  our  story  commences. 
Secession  had  been  res^-ted  to  as  the  last  chance  letl  the  South 
for  a  preservation  of  her  rights.  Fort  Sumter  had  fallen,  and  from 
nil  parts  of  the  land  troops  were  pouring  to  meet  the  threat- 
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ened  invasioA  of  their  homes.  Ag  history  will  record,  New 
Orleans  was  not  idle  in  those  days  of  excitement.  Thousand? 
of  her  sons  came  forward  at  the  first  call,  and  offered  their  ser- 
vices for  the  good  of  the  common  cause,  and  for  weeks  the  city 
was  one  scene  of  excitement  from  the  departure  of  the  differ- 
ent companies  to  Virginia. 

Among  the  thousands  who  replied  to  the  first  call  of  their 
country,  was  Alfred  Wentworth,  the  confidential  clerk  of  one 
^f  the  largest  commission  houses  in  the  city.  He  was  of  re- 
spectable family,  and  held  a  high  position  in  society,  both  on 
account  of  his  respectability  and  the  elevated  talent  he  had  dis- 
played during  his  career  in  the  world.  He  had  been  married 
tor  about  five  years,  and  two  little  children — one  a  light-eyed 
girl  of  four  summers,  and  the  other  an  infant  of  two  years — 
were  the  small  family  with  which  heaven  had  blessed  him. 

After  joining  a  company  of  infantry,  and  signing  the  muster 
roll,  Alfred  returned  home  to  his  wife  and  informed  her  of 
what  he  had  done,  expecting  that  she  would  regret  it.  But  the 
patriotic  heart  of  his  wile  would  not  reproach  him  for  having 
performed  his  duty ;  so  heaving  a-sigh  as  she  looked  at  the 
child  in  her  arms,  and  the  little  girl  on  her  father's  knee,  a  tear 
trickled  down  her  flushed  cheek  as  she  bade  him  God-speed. 
The  time  that  elapsed  between  his  enlistment  and  departure 
for  the  seat  of  war,  was  spent  by  Alfred  Wentworth  in  pro- 
viding a  home  for  his  family,  so  that  in  the  event  of  his  being 
killed  in  battle,  they  should  not  want.  Purchasing  a  smal! 
residence  on  Prytania  street,  he  removed  his  family  into  it  and 
concluded  his  business  in  time  for  his  departure. 

The  morning  of  the  twenty-second  of  May  broke  brightly 
over  the  far-famed  "  Crescent  City."  Crowds  of  citizens  were 
seen  congregating  on  Canal  street  to  witness  the  departure  of 
two  more  regiments  of  Orleanians.  The  two  regiments  were 
drawn  up  in  lino  between  Camp  and  Carondelet  streets,  and 
their  fine  uniforms,  glistening  muskets  and  soldierly  aj>pearance 
created  a  feeling  of  pride  among  the  people.  They  were  com- 
posed principally  of  Creoles  and  Americans,  proper.  The  hand- 
some, though  dark  complexions  of  the  Creoles  could  be  seen  lit 
up  with  enthusiasm,  :n  conversation  with  the  dark-eyed  Creole 
beauties  of  the  city,  while  the  light-haifed  and  fair-faced  sons 
of  the  Crescent  City  were  seen  mingling  among  the  crowd  of 
anxious  relatives  who  thror creel  to  bid  them  farewell. 
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Apart  from  the  mass  of  volunteers — who  had  previously 
stacked  their  arms — Alfred  Wentworth  \nd  his  wife  were 
bidding  that  agonizing  farewell,  which  only  those  wh«  have 
parted  from  loved  ones  can  feci.  His  little  bright-eyed  daugh- 
ter was  clasped  in  his  arms,  and  every  minute  he  would  stoop 
over  his  infant  and  kiss  its  tiny  cheeks.  Marks  of  tears  were 
on  the  eyelids  of  his  wife,  but  she  strove  to  hide  them,  and 
smiled  at  every  remark  made  by  her  daughter.  They  were 
alone  from  the  eyes  of  a  curious  crowd.  Each  person  present 
had  too  mtich  of  his  own  acquaintances  to  bid  farewell,  to  no- 
tice the  speechless  farewell  which  the  soldier  gave  his  wife. 
With  one  arm  clasped  around  her,  and  the  other  holding  his 
daughter,  Alfred  Wentworth  gazed  long  and  earnestly  at  the 
features  Of  his  wife  and  children,  as  if  to  impress  the  features 
of  those  loved  ones  still  firmer  in  his  mind. 

"  Attention,  battalion !"  rang  along  the  line  in  stentorian 
tones,  and  the  voices  of  the  company  officers  calling  "fall  in, 
boys,  fall  in  !"  were  heard  in  the  streets.  Clasping  his  wife  to 
his  heart,  and  imprinting  a  fond,  lond  kiss  of  love  upon  her 
cheeks,  and  embracing  Lis  children,  the  soldier  took  his  place  in 
the  ranks,  and  after  the  necessary  commands,  the  volunteers 
moved  forward.  A  crowd  of  their  relatives  followed  them  to 
the  depot  of  the  New  Orleans,  Jackson  and  Great  Northern 
Railroad,  and  remained  until  the  cars  were  out  of  sight.  After 
the  troops  had  entered,  and  the  train  was  slowly  moving  off", 
one  of  the  soldiers  jumped  from  the  platform,  and,  embracing 
a  lady  who  stood  near,  exclaimed  : 

"Farewell,  dearest  Eva!  God  bless  you  and  the  children — 
we  shall  meet  again."  As  soon  as  he  spoke,  Alfred  Wentworth 
sprang  into  the  cars  again  and  was  soon  swiftly  borne  from  the 
city. 

Mrs.  Wentworth  remained  standing  where  her  husband  had 
left  her,  until  the  vast  crowd  had  dispersed,  and  nothing  could 
be  seen  of  the  train  but  a  thin  wreath  of  smoke  emerging  from 
the  tree-tops  in  the  distance.  Calling  the  colored  nurse,  who 
had  followed  with  the  children,  she  bade  her  return  home,  and 
accompanied  her  back  to  her  now  lonely  residence. 


CHAPTER  SECOND. 

THK  WIFE   AND  CHtLDBUN' \    flSITOLJ. 

The  weeks  passed  slowly  to  Mrs.  Wentworth  from  the  de- 
parture of  her  husband  ;  but  her  consciousness  that  he  was  per- 
forming his  duty  to  his  country,  and  the  letters  he  wrote  from 
Virginia,  cheered  her  spirits,  and,  in  a  measure,  made  her  forget 
his  absence. 

She  was  alone  one  evening  with  her  children,  who  had  be- 
come the  sole  treasures  of  her  heart,  and  on  whom  she  lavished 
every  attention  possible,  wheu  the  ringing  of  the  bell  notified 
her  of  the  presence  of  a  visitor.  Calling  the  servant,  she  bade 
her  admit  the  person  at  the  door.  The  negro  left  the  room  to 
do  her  mistress'  bidding,  and  shortly  after,  a  handsome  gentle- 
man of  aboTit  thirty-five  years  of  age  entered. 

"  Good  morning,  Mrs.  Wentworth,"  he  said,  on  entering  the 
room.     "  I  trust  yourself  and  children  are  in  good  health." 

Mrs.  Wentworth  rose  from  her  chair,  and,  slightly  inclining 
her  head,  replied:  "To  what  circumstance  am  I  indebted  for 
the  honor  of  this  visit,  Mr.  Awtry  ?"        *, 

"  Nothing  very  particular,  madam,"  he  replied  ;  "  but  hear- 
ing of  your  husband's  departure,  I  thought  1  should  take  the 
liberty  of  paying  a  visit  to  an  old  acquaintance,  and  of  offering 
my  services,  if  von  should  over  need  them." 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  kindness  :  and  should  I  ever  need  your 
services,  you  may  depend  upon  my  availing  myself  of  your 
offer:  although,"  she  added,  "I  do  not  think  it  likely  [  shall 
>tand  in  need  of  any  assistance." 

"1  rejoice  to  hear  it,  my  dear  madam,"  he  replied  ;  "but  I 
trust,"  lie  continued,  on  noticing  the  look  of  surprise  which 
covered  her  features,  "  that  you  will  not  think  my  offer  in  the 
least  insulting  ;  for  I  can  assure  you,  it  was  only  prompted  by 
the  most  friendly  motives,  and  the  recollections  of  past  days." 

Mrs.  Wentworth  made  no  reply,  and  he  continued :  "  I  hope 
that,  after  an  absence  of  five  years,  the  memory  of  the  past  has 
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been  banished  from  you.  t^With  me  things  have  changed  mate- 
rially. The  follies  of  my  youth  have,  I  trust,  been  expiated, 
and  I  am  a  different  man  now  to  what  I  was  when  I  last  saw 
yon." 

';Mr.  Awtry,"  replied  Mrs.  Wentworth,  "I  feel  rather  sur- 
prised that,  after  yonr  presence  in  New  Orleans  for  so  many 
montfcs,  y^u  should  not  have  thought  proper  to  renew  oar  ac- 
quaintance until  after  the  departure  of  my  husband." 

'" Pardon  me,"  he  quickly  answered.  l-I  was  introduced  to 
your  husband  by  a  mutual  friend  ;  and  us  he  never  thought 
proper  to  extend  an  invitation  t/>  me^  I  did  not  think  myself 
authorized  to  call  here.  Learning  of  hi-  departure  this  morn- 
ing, and  knowing  that  his  circumstances  were  not  of  so  favor- 
able a  character  as  lie  could  wish,  I  thought  you  might  pardon 
my  presumption  in  calling  on  you  when  you  learned  the  motive 
which  actuated  this  visit — believe  me,  I  am  sincere  ;  and  now," 
lie  continued,  "  will  you  accept  my  proffered  hand  of  friend- 
ship, and  believe  that  my  desire  is  only  to  aid  the  relatives  of 
one  of  the  gallant  men  who- have  gone  to  struggle  for  their  • 
lights?" 

Mrs.  Wentworth  j>aused  a  moment  before  siie  accepted  the 
extended  hand,  while  her  brow  appeared  clouded.  At  length, 
holding  out  her  hand  to  him,  she  said : 

"  I  accept  your  offered  friendship,  Mr  Awtry,  in  the  same 
spirit,  as  I  hope,  it.  is  given  ;  but.  at  the  same  time,  trust  you 
shall  never  be  troubled  with  any  importunities  from  me." 

"'Thank  you — thank  you,"  he  replied-' eagerly  ;  "•  I  shall  not 
prove  otherwise  than  worthy  of  your  friendship.  These  are 
your  children  ?"  he  continued,  changing  the  conversation. 

'•Yes,"  she  replied,  with  a  look  of  pride  upon  her  little 
daughter  ami*  the  sleeping  infant  on  th<  -<ofu ;  "these  are  my 
little  family." 

Mr.  Awtry  took  the  little  girl  upon  his  knees  and  commenced 
caressing  it,  and,  after  remaining  for  a  few  moments  in  unim- 
portant conversation,  took  his  departure  with  the ipromise  to 
call  at  some  future  time. 

As  scon  as  he. left  Mrs.  Wentworth  .sat  dowu,  and  resting 
her  hauds  on  the  table,  spoke  to  herself  on  the  visit  she  had  re- 
ceived. "  What .^Quld  have  induced  him  to  pay  me  this  visit  ?" 
she  said,  musingly;;:" it  is  strange-*very  strange  that  lie  should 
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choose  this  particular  time  to  renew  our  acquaintance!  He 
spoke  honestly,  however,  and  mSf^sbe  sincere  in  his  offers  o£ 
assistance,  should  I  ever  need  anything.  He  is  wealthy,  and 
can  certainly  aid  me."  She  sat  'Ihere  musing,  until  the  little 
girl,  coming  up  to  her,  twinejcl  her  tiny  arms  round  her 
mother's  neck,  and  asked  if  it  Was  not  time  to  light  the  gas. 

"  Yes,  darling,"  said  Mrs.  Wentworth,  kissing  her  fondly ; 
"call  Betsy  and  let  her  get  a  light."  *      ' 

After  the  negro  had  lit  tee  gas,  Mrs.  Wentworth  said  to  her, 
"Should  that  gentleman,  who  was  here  to-day,  call  at  any  time 
again,  let  me  know  before  you  admit  him." 

"  Yes,  nristis,"  replied  the  negro  with  a  curtsey. 


CHAPTER  THIRD.- 

IIP..  HORACE  AWTKV- 

Me,  Horace  Aw  try  was  a  native  of  the  State  of  New  York, 
and  was,  at  the  time  of  writing,  about  thirty-five  years  of  age. 
He  was  a  tall'  and  well-formed  man,  with  light  hair  clustering 
in  curls  on  a  broad  and  noble  looking  forehead  ;  his  features 
were  well  chiselled,  and  his  upper  lip  was  ornamented  with  a 
mustache  of  the  same  color  as  his  hair.  Notwithstanding  his 
handsome  features  and  extravagant  display  of  dress,  there  was 
an  expression  in  his  dark  blue  eyes,  which,  though  likely  to 
captivate  the  young  and  innocent  portion  of  the  fair  sex,  was 
not  deemed  elegant  by  those  who  are  accustomed  to  read  the 
features  of  man.  He  was  very  wealthy,  but  was  a  perfect  type 
of  the  roue,  although -a  good  education  and  remarkable  control 
of  himself  rendered  it  difficult  for  his  acquaintances  to  charge 
him  with  dissipation,  or  any  conduct  unworthy  of  a  gentleman. 
As  this  gentleman  will  occupy  a  somewhat  conspicuous  posi- 
tion in  our  tale,  we  deem  it  necessary  to  go  into  these  partic- 
ulars. 

Some  tvevtn  years  previous  to  her  marriage,  and  while  yet  a 
child,  Mrs.  Wectworth,  with  her  father,  the' only  surviving  rel- 
ative she  had,   spent  the  summer  at  Saratoga  Springs  in  the 
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State  of  New  York,  and  there  met  Mr.  Awtry,  who  was  then 
a  handsome  and  dashing  young-  man.  Struck  by  her  beauty, 
and  various  accomplishments,  he  lost  no  time  in  making  her  ac- 
quaintance, and  before  her  departure  from  the  Springs,  offered 
her  his  hand.  To  his  utter  astonishment,  the  propopl  was  re- 
jected, with  the  statement  that  she  was  already  engaged  to  a 
gentleman  of  New  Oleans.  This  refusal  would  have  satisfied 
any  other  person,  but  Horace  Awtry  was  not  a  man  to  yield  so 
easily;  he,  therefore,  followed  her  to  New  Orleans  on  her  re- 
turn, and  endeavored,  by  every  means  in  hia..power,  to  sup- 
plant Alfred  Wentworth  in  the  affections  of  Eva  Seymour — 
Mrs.  "Wentworth's  maiden  name — and  in  the  confidence  of  her 
father.  Failing  in  this,  and  having  the  mortification  of  seeing 
them  married,  he  set  to  work  and  succeeded  in  ruining  Mr. 
Seymour  in  business,  which  accounts  for  the  moderate  circum- 
stances in  which  we  find  Mrs.  "Wentworth  and  her  husband  at 
the  commencement  of  this'  book.  Worn  out  by  his  failure  in 
business  and  loss  of  fortune,  Mr.  Seymotir  died  shortly  after 
his  daughter's  marriage,  without  knowing  who  caused  his  mis- 
fortunes, and  Horace  Awtry  returned  to  the  North.  After 
being  absent  for  several  years,  he  came  back  to  New  Orleans 
some  months  before  the  departure  of  Mrs.  "Wentworth's  hus- 
band, but  never  called  upon  her  until  after  he  had  left,  when 
she  was  surprised  at  the  visit  narrated  in  the  foregoing  chapter. 

This  gentleman  was  seated  in  the  portico  of  the  St.  Charles 
Hotel  a  few  mornings  after  his  visit  to  Mr-.  Wentworth,  and 
by  his  movements  of  impatience  was  evidently  awaiting  the  ar- 
rival of  some  one.  At  last  a  young  mar.  ran  down  the  stops 
leading  from  the^  apartments,  and  he  rose  hurriedly  to  meet 
him. 

"  You  are  the  very  man  I  have  been  waiting  to  see,"  said 
Horace  Awtry;  "you  must  excuse  my  apparent  neglect  in  not 
calling  on  you  before." 

'•Certainly,  my  dear  fellow,"  replied  the  gentleman.  "I  am 
certain  your  reasons  are  good  for  not  attending  to  your  ar- 
rangement punctually — by  the  way,"  he  continued,  "who  the 
deuce  was  that  ladv  I  saw  vou  escorting  to  clmrch  last  Sun- 
day?" 

"An  acquaintance  of  mine. that  I  had  not  si?m  for  years,  un- 
til a  few  days  ago  chance  threw  me  in  her  path  and  I  paid  her 
a  visit.-' 
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"}Ia,  ha,  ha,"  laughed  "i. is  companion.  "I  understand;  but 
who  is  she,  and  her  name  ?  She  is  very  pretty,"  he  continued, 
gravely. 

"Hush,  Charlie!"  re  pile  .3  Horace;  "come  to  my  room  in  the 
St.  Louis  Hotel,  and  I  wiii  tell  you  all  about  it." 

"Wait%  moment,  7ny  friend,  arid  let  me  get  some  breakfast," 
he  replied. 

"Pooh!"  said  Horace,  "  we  can  have  breakfast  at  Galpin's 
after  I  have  conversed  with  you  at  my  room ;  or,"  he  contin- 
ued, "I  will  order  a  breakfast  and  champagne  to  be  brought  \\\> 
to  Bay  room." 

"As  you  like,"  said  the  other,  taking  a  couple  of  cigars  from 
hJB  pocket  and  offering  one  to  his  companion. 

After  lighting  their  cigars,  the  two  men  left-  the  hotel,  and 
purchasing  the  New  York  Herald  and  JVacs  from  the  n<?\\>- 
dealer  below,  proceeded  to  the  St.  Louis  Hotel,  where  Horace 
onlered  a  breakfast  and  champagne  for  himself  and  guest. 

Throwing  .himself  on  one  of  the  richly-covered  coie-hes  that 
orrj.unent.''d  the  apartment,  Charles  Eell — for  that  was  the  name 
of  the  gentle. nan — requested  his  friend  to  inform  him  who  the 
laily  was  that  he  escorted  to  church. 

"  Wed,  i'-.y  de;>.r  friend,"  said  Horace,  "  a<  you  appear  so  tle- 
MiioiiS  to  kn-w  I  will  tei!  y.  .1;.  I  met  that  lady  some  seven 
v(,irs  ago  at  Saratoga  Spring-.  Tf  -he  is  now  beautiful  she  was 
ten  tines  ^0  then,  ami  T  endeav'>red  to  gain  her  affections.  Sh- ■ 
v/as.,  howc\er,  engaged  to  another  young  man  of  this  city,  and 
on  my  -. tiding  her  my  hand  in  marriage,  declined  it  on  that 
gi  ■■■  ..■.nd.  I  to'fnved  he.-  here  w'th  the  intention  of  supplanting 
!;"-  lover  in  he"  aiifei-i  ions,  b;.:f  it  Vas  of  uo  avail;  they  were 
i carried,  and  the  only  -athefaetior;:  I  could  find  wa«  to  ruin  her 
f;;.th< r,  which  I  'lid.  and  he  died  shortly  after  without  a  dollar 
<  o  h.s  name.  . 

"  h'o  she  is  married  :"  iru'errnptcd  his  companion. 

"  Yes,  and  n:»s  two  children,"  replied  Horace. 

l!  Where  is  her  husband  ?" 

"  He  left  for  Virginia  some  time  ago,  where  I  sincerely  trust 
he  will  get  a  bullet  through  hie  heart,"  was  the  very  charitable 
rejoinder. 

"What!  do  yon  desire  to  marry  his  widow?"  asked  his 
friend. 
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"  No,  indeed,7'  he  replied  ;  "  but  you  see  they  are  not. in  very 
good  circumstances,  and  if  be  were  once  dead  she  would  be 
compelled  to  work  for  a  living,  as  they  have  no  relatives  in  this 
State,  and  only  a  few  in  Baltimore.  To  gain  my  object,  I  should 
pretend  that  I  desired  to  befriend  her — send  the  two  children 
to  some  nurse,  and  then  have  her  all  to  myself.  This,"  con- 
tinued the  villain,  "  is  the  object  with  which  I  have  called  upon 
ber" — 

"  And  paid  a  visit  to  church  for  the  first  time  in  your  life," 
said  Bell,  laughing ;  "  but,"  he  resumed,  "  it  is  not  necessary 
for  you  to  wish  the  husband  dead— why  not  proceed  to  work 
at  once  ?" 

"Well,  so  I  would,  but  she  is  so  very  particular,  that  on  the 
slightest  suspicion  she  would  take  the  alarm  and  communicate 
to  her  husband  the  fact  of  my  having  renewed  my  acquaintance 
with  her,  which  would,  perhaps,  bring  him  home  on  furlough." 

"■  Nonsense,"  replied  bis  friend,  "the  secessionists  need  every 
rn.'iu  to  assist  them  in  driving  back  McDowell,  and  there  is  no 
chance  of  any  furloughs  being  granted  ;  besides  which,  we  are 
on  the  eve  of  a  great  battle,  and  for  any  of  tin-  men  to  ask  for 
:i,  furlough  would  lay  him  open  to  the  charge  of  yowardice." 

"  That  may  be  all  true,"  said  Horace,  vi  but  I  shall  not  ven- 
ture on  anything  more  as  yet..  As  far  as  I  have  gone,  she  be- 
lieves ;i, e  ::■■  tuat«'vl  by  no  other  motives  than  the  remembrance 
•  ;!'  my  lutisu  r  Election  for  her,  and,  with  -that  belief,  places  im- 
plicit trust  in  me." 

The  conversation  was  here  interrupted  by  the  appearance  of 
two  waiters,  one  carrying  a  waiter  tilled  with  different  descrip- 
tions ei  lood,  and  the  other  a  small  basket  containing  six  bot- 
tles <>f  champagne.  After  setting  them  an  a  table,  Horace  in- 
quired what  the  charges  were. 

"Twelve  dollars,  sah,"  was  the  reply. 

Horace  took  out  his  pocket  book,  and  throwing  the  man  a 
twenty  dollar  gold  piece,  told  him  to  pay  for  the  breakfast  and 
champagne,  and  purchase  cigars  with  the  remainder. 

The  negroes  having  left,  Horace  Awtry  and  his  friend  pro- 
ceeded to  discuss  their  breakfast  and  champagne.  After 
eating  for  a  few  minutes  in  silence,  Horace  suddenly  said : 

"  Charlie,  what  do  you  think  of  this  war  ?" 

"  My  opinion  id,  that  the  South  has  got  in  a  pretty  bad  di- 
lemma," replied  that  gentleman. 
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"  That  is  identically  my  impression,  but  for  heaven's  sake  do 
not  let  any  one  hear  you  say  so.  The  people  are  half  crazed 
with  excitement,  and  the  slightest  word  in  favor  of  the  North 
may  lay  you  at  the  mercy  of  an  infuriated  mob." 

"  What  do  you  intend  doing,  now  the  ports  are  blockaded 
and  no  one  can  leave  the  country  ?"  asked  his  friend. 

"Why,  remain  here  and  pretend  all  the  friendship  possible 
for  the  South.  Maybe  I  will  get  a  contract  or  two,  which  will 
further  the  design  of  covering  my  opinions  on  this  contest." 

"  Such  was  my  idea,  but  I  am  afraid  that  the  secesh  govern- 
ment will  issue  their  cotton  bonds  until  all  the  gold  is  driven 
from  the  States,  and  then  we  will  have  nothing  but  their  worth- 
less paper  money,"  replied  Bell. 

"I  have  thought  of  that,  and  made  up  my  mi-id  to  convert 
all  the  property  I  have  here  into  gold  at  once,  which  will  give 
me  between  sixty  and  seventy  thousand  dollars,  and  as  fast  as  I 
make  any  of  the  bonds  from  contracts,  I  -r  ill  sell  them  for 
whatever  gold  they  will  bring." 

"That's  a  capital  idea,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Bell,  ri.-lng  from 
Iris  chair  and  slapping  Avvtry  on  the  shoulder;  "  I  think  I  shall 
follow  your  plan." 

The  cigar;  having  been  brought  in,  after  a  few  minutes  of 
unimportant  conversation,  Charles  Bell  left  his  friend,  with  the 
arrangement  to  meet  at  the  Varieties  theatre  in  the  evening, 
and  Horace  Awtry.  divesting  himself  of  his  clothing,  retired  to 
sleen  until  the  eveninc:  shou'd  come. 


CHAPTER  FQTJilTIt. 

Jcxe  and  half  of  Julv  had  s^ed  swift!  r  awa^'.  T  e  <—^ 
battle,  whieh  everybody  daily  expected,  had  been  fought  and 
the  Yankee  army  igncminiously  defeated.  •  As  every  one  of  our 
readers  are  well  acquainted  with  this  battle,  I  shall  not  c;o  iut<> 
any  details  ;  enough,  as  history  will  tell,  to  know  that  it  re. 
suited  in  a  gloriov.s  victcry  to  the  Conf-}  lerate  array,  and  co\ 
ered  the  eallant  •^■-utherners  with  honor. 
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On  the  arrival  of  dispatches  giving  an  account  of  this  vic- 
tory, to  use  a  vulgar  phrase,  New  Orleans  "ran  wild."  The 
excitement  and  exultation  of  the  people  were  beyond  descrip- 
tion, and  during  the  same  night  that  the  news  was  received, 
one  scene  of  gayety  was  observed  in  the  city.  ,  There  was  one 
heart,  however,  that  did  not  share  the  joy  and  merriment  so 
universal  among  the  people.  In  the  privacy  of  her  dwelling, 
with  her  two  children  hear  by,  Mrs.  Wentworth  spent  a  night 
of  prayer  and  anxiety,  and  next  morning  rose  from  her  bed 
with  the  same  feeling  of  anxiety  to  know  whether  her  husband 
had  escaped  unhurt.  *At  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  a 
knock  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  soon  after  Mr.  Awtry  en- 
tered. 

"How  are  you  this  morning,  Mrs.  Wentworth?"  he  said, 
taking  her  little  daughter  in  his  arms  and  kiasing  her ;  "  so  we 
have  gained  a  great  victory  in  Virginia."   . 

"  Yes,"  she  replied  ;  "  but  I  do  feel  so  anxious  to  know  if  my 
husband  is  safe." 

"Do  not  think  for  a  moment  otherwise,"  he  answered; 
"  why,  a  soldier's  wife  should  not  show  half  as  much  solicitude 
as  you  do." 

UI  am,  indeed,  very  desirous  of  knowing  his  fate,  and  I  am 
sure  the  fact  of 'being  a  soldier's  wife  does  not  prevent  my  feel- 
ing a  deaire  to  ascertain  if  he  is  unhurt,  or  if  he  is" she 

paused  at  the  thought  which  seemed  so  horrid  in  her  imagina- 
tion, and  lowering  her  face  in  her  hands,  hurst  ir'to  tears. 

"Mother,  what  are  you  crying  for?"  asked  her   little  daugh- 


t:r,  who  was  still  sitting  on  M 

r.  Awtryks  invees. 

"My  dear  madam,"  said  Mr 

Awtry,  "  why  do  you  give  way 

to  tears?     If  you  desire,"  he 

continued,  '•  I   wili  telegraph  to 

Virginia  and  learn  if  your  huskaud  is  safe." 

"Thank  you — than.-:  yen!"  she  an- .rrr.'d  eaguiy;  "I  shall 
feel  deeply  ohke-ated  if  yen  will.11 

""  I  shall  go  down  tc-  the  telegrac':  erkce  at  once,"  he  said, 
rising  from  his  seat  and  placing  the  cluid  >;o\vn  ;  -"and  now,  my 
little  darling,"  he  continued,  speak;'-, g  to  the  child,  "you  must 
tell  your  ma  not  to  cry  so  mu^h."  TViih  these  words  he  shook 
Mrs.  Wentworth's  hand  and  left  the  house. 

The  day  passed  wearily  for  Mrs.  Wentworth  ;  every  hour  she 
would  open  one  of  the  windows  leahr.e;  to  the  street  and  look 
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out,  as  if  expecting  to  see  Air  Awtry  w;tti  a  teh-graphic  dis- 
patch in  his  hand,  and  each  disappointment  <■>(  t et  with  ;-n 
these  visits  worth!  only  add  to  'her  intense  arttiety  The  shades 
of  evening  hA  1  ;  versha  h  -wi '■<]  the  ea-fh,  and  Mrs.  "Went- 
worth  fat  at  the  winuiw'  A  f  i.ef  dwt:']:i.^  '-vai'in lT  the  arrival  ol 
tlie  new?,  which  would  either  remove  her  fears  or  thn/tre  norm 
sorrow.  L.. ng  hours  passed,  and  she  had'  a.mo<,  de«pa'.i  ed  id 
Mr.  Awtry's  omir.g  that  -evening,  when  he  walked'  itp  the 
str'et,  arid  in  a  few  minutes  was  it,  the.u  ns'  . 

*'  What  news?"  gasped  Mrs.  W<"iitv.-orth,  t-;;\rti;.p  iron.  -].vr 
seat  and  meeting  him  "at  the  -door  <  f  the  apurt  mom. 

"Head  it.  my  dear  madam.  I  shad  !eav<  that  pleasure  » 
you,"  he  replied,  handing  her  a  telegraphic  d'sratcr;  he  held  •' 
his  band. 

Taking  the  dispath,  Mrs,  War.tworth,  vntf  tremhiing  h  ti- 
gers, unfolded  it  and  tead  these  words.  "Mrs.  E.va  Went- 
worth,  New  Orleans,  Louisiana:  Y->ai>,  leewved.  I  am  safe. 
Alfred  Went  worth."  .As  soon  as  she  had  read  the  dispatch, 
her  pent  Tip  at-iiety.  io:  his  safety  was  allayed,  ana  throwing 
herself  on  her  knees  before  a  couch,  regardless  of  the  presence 
of  Mi  .Awtry,  who  stood  looking  on,  Mrs.  Went  worth  poured 
forth  a  pn.ye"  of  thanks  at  the  safety  oi  hei  hnshamh  while 
tears  oi  joy  trickled  down  Ik r  cheeks. 

'■'■  Allow  nn:  U  congratulate  yo;:,  Airs.  Weritwcriii,  on  the 
safety  oi'  y.-ur  hvsitmA."  sahi  Horace  A"  at y,  aftur.shv  h?.d  he- 
•  ■ox.-.t--  saffielenlly  ,  onp  ..^-d'.  "I  ass.it*  yore'1  he  continued,  ■'  1 
tee!    fapry    :;t    tie    kte-.-vA'dg'"'    id   he"-:-    +>..■?   medfe     thv..ygij 

■vh'.'fi  th'"-  w<" m<    n"e'0:-n'"\  1",-  r- ael"d  yet."" 

uAh>  .  have    in  dec  A,  p  e  <  ..A  u  A;-     aA"  <*':'.(■  sao.,  ot'eadnig  her 
ham!    v''  '■'■''•'•-  h<    -hoot;  "-arrmy,  "  .,  hi  one  that  I  ieti  !  <v,r;  trust. " 
'■'   :  Jo     o:  <-|. '■■.!<  i-f   -'■.     he  answ  ■.-:■■      5     •  .:  A  ■  toy  a  r.a: .  rai  :- ; 
(  f  kiii'hi''^^  to'v;.ro>     v.-    -vhc :..  I    u-.-ire  o.   OeiAcn.   '' 

■■■■  Ant",  om  T  -Ad'  -t- •■■-:■  "et^e  to  forget  Oh  i  ^  vo-  cad  Vat 
kiiov, ;.  hC'U.  '  felt  ..tr;':  ■■■■(.*<-  p;.st  nears  e;  ..t-uiji^inet  mis- 
p<>es<  ,  yet  v.-f-ald  not  iiave  thought,  li^hfy  '  f  vo,,r  hind  -atten- 
tion ;  and  I  am  snre  whet.  I  write  Alfretl  of  A.,  ht  will  not.  have 
'vords  setti.i'ient  to  i  >  press  his  irrat ittnle."'' 

''■  In  my  haste  to  impart  the  good  news  to  vc.:;,'',  said  Mr. 
Awtry,  risaip;,  hi  almost  forgot  an  engagement.  I  made  this 
evening.  It  is  now  getting  late,  and  I  must  ie.nve.  Good  eve- 
mug." 


THE 
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"Good  evenipg,"  she.  replied,    s\' X  trust  you  wU:   cab  .to   see 

me  soon  again."    ■>    ■  ,    *       ;*t      -  .■.**,. 

"  With^'f^penuissioa  I  will/'  he  answered,  laying;  particu- 
lar emphasS  an'  the  word  "your."  .  . i   "...  #,  -, 

'.'  Certainly,"  sh§  sard!     ','1  shah  fe'moft  happy  to  .see  you  at 

"I  wilt  call  soon,  then,"  he  replied.  .  '*i-ood  night,!''  and  he 
stepped  from  the  threshold  of  the  house.  -  >    ^-   , 

"  Good  night,"  she  said,  closing  the *  door. 

Horace  Awtry  "  stood  for,  a  moment  near  the  nouse;  then 
walking  on  he  muttered  :  "A  politic  stroke,  that  telegraphic 
dispatch.".,         ,, ..„,.         ,       »,  :         . 


'■■>/.-■  -' 
-;-'•■        K-'~  -  ■■■      ■  ■ 
CHAPTER  FIFTH,  t 

.JACKKOX,    iUISSlRSXEP3 — A    UaVtV   KCHS, 

We.  will  now  change  the  scene  of  ofar  story,  and,  using  the 
license  of  all  writers,  transport  the  reader  to -.la -'kson,  the  Cap- 
ital of  the  great -State  of  Mississippi,  and  there  introduce  him 
or  her  to  other  characters  who  will  hear  a  p-ominent  part  in 
this  book.  '  i 

In  the  parlor  of  an  tdegant  resident  <u  >!;.;:.  street,  a  beauti- 
ful girl- w-as  sitting  with  an  open  book  in  'her  hand.'  SKe  was 
not,  however,  reading,  as  her  bright  blue  eyes  rested  not  on  the 
oau'es,  but  were  gazing  at  the  half-opened  door,  as  ':'*  expecting 
vi<s  arrival  of  some  on<\  While  she  is  thus  itras.nL',  wo  willeii- 
deavor  to  give  a  description  of  the  fair  maiden.  Fancy  a  slight 
and  elegant  figure,  richly -dressed  in  a  robe  of  /noire  <.:ntujuc, 
from  under  the  folds  of  which  the  daintiest,  iittie  feet  imagina- 
ble could  be  seen,  Her  features,  though  not  regularly  carved, 
made  her,  at  the  s:nue  tune, _  very  beautiful,  while  he"  bright 
blue  eyes  and  rich  golden  hair,  braided  smooth  to  he?  forehead, 
and  ornamented  with  a  jewelled  tiara,  then  much  worn,  lent  ad- 
ditional Charm  to  her  appearance.  Her  hands  were  small,  and 
as  Byron,  we  think,  has  it,  was  an  undoubted'  mark  of  gentle 
birth. 

She  remained  in  this  reverie  for  some  tune,  but  was  at  last 
aroused  by  the  entrance,  unannounced,   of  a  handsome  young 
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man  dressed  in  the  uniform  of  a  lieutenant,  when  she  started 
up,  and  meeting  him,  Said  in  a  half- vexed,  half-playful  tone : 

"  Oh,  Harry !.  why  did  you  not  o(wne  earlier  ?  I  have  been 
waiting  for  your  arrival  over  an  hour !"  ' 

"Excuse  me,  dearest,"  he ! answered."*  "I  was  just  on  the 
point  of  starting  from  my  office  when  I  received  a  mass  of  or- 
ders from  regimental  headquarters,  which  detained  me  until  a 
few  mijjutes  ago.  You  must,  therefore,"  he  continued,  "  excuse 
me  for  this  once,  and  I  shall  not  offend  again,"  and  as  he  spoke 
he  parted  the  hair  from  her  forehead  'and  pressed  a  kiss  upon 
her  lips.  ..  v 

"  I  forgive  you  for  this  time,'V  she  answered,  playfully  tap- 
ping him  on  the  shoulder  with  her  fan ;  "  but  the  next  offence 
I  will  not  be  so  likely  to  excuse." 

"  I  will  take  good  care  not  to  offend  again,  then,"  he  laugh- 
ingly said,  '    >j-      -    .         '■*''- 

The  conversation  continued  for  some  time  in  this  light  way, 
which  lovers  will  sometimes  indulge  in,  when,  assuming  a  seri- 
ous countenance,  she  spoke  to  him:  ,,*■  . ..  v  ^  *  -h  , 
"  When  does  your  regiment  leave  for  Virginia  ?',' 
"I  hardly  know,"  he  replied)  "if  it  will  go  to  Virginia  at  all. 
The  Colonel  informs  me  that  it  is  likely  the  regiment  will  be 
sent  to  Tennessee  ;  so  if  it  is  sent  there,  I  will  be  nearer  than 
you  thought.", 

"What  a  horrid  thing  war  is!"  she  said,  without  appearing 
to  notice  his  last  remarks. 

'•  You  are  not  inclined  to  show  the  wh:"„'}  tether  now,  are 
-rcu?''  he  sud,  laughing. 

Her  bright  blue  eyes  sparkled  for  a  mum^t,  as  if  repudia- 
ting the  question  ;  then  lowering  them  s;io  answered  :  "  No,,  in- 
deed. I  would  not  have  a  single  one  that  I  love  .-remain  at 
home  while  the  Abolitionists  are  invading  our  hornet:."' 

'■'■  Sp  j..(.n  hke  a  brave  girl  and  a  true  Southern  woman,"  he 
jeph.-i,  "a::d  I  shall  remember  your  words  when  I  go  into  bat- 
Lu.  it  will 'nerve  and  inspire  me  to  light  with  redoubled  cour- 
age, whe:i  I  recollect  that  I  am  battling  for  you."  As  he  spoke 
he  gar.  mi  at  her  with  mingled  pride  and  affection,  and  for  some 
minutes  they  remained  gazing  at,  each  other  with  that  affection 
which  springs  from 

"  Two  souls  with  but  a  si.:glo  tb.ugu'  — 
Two  hearts  that  beat  as  cue." 
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Oh,  Love !  ye  goddess  of  all  that  is  blissful  and  elevating  in 
man!  How  thy  devotees  bow  dawn*  to  thy  shrink  and  °^er 
all  that  they  poftsess  tp  purchase  but  a  smite  from  thee!  jfynd 
when  you  have  cast  your  favors  on  some  bagpy  mortal,  and  tfcq 
pure  feeling  of  affection  becomes  centered  on  woman,  the  fairest 
flower  from  Eden,  how  should,  not  mankind  cherish  the  gift  you 
have  bestowed  upon  him,  and  look  upon  it  as  the  first  and 
priceless  object  on  earth,  and  but  second  to  one  above  in  hea- 
ven !  , 

The  lovers  remained  in  this  silence,  which  spoke  more  than 
words  could  have  done,  until  the  entrance  of  a  tall  and  venera- 
ble looking  gentleman  of  about  fifty  years  of  age.  As  soon  as 
he  entered,  they  rose  up  together,  the  young  lady  addressing 
him  as  "father,"  and  the  young  man  as  "doctor." 

" How  are  you,  Harry,  my  boy?  give  me  a  kiss,  Km',"  he 
said,  in  one  breath,  as  he  shook  the  yourjg  man  warmly  by  the 
hand  and  pressed  a.  parental  kiss  on  the  brow  of  his  daughter. 
"  Pretty  warm  weather,  this,"  lie  continued,  speaking  to  the 
young  man ;  s'it  is  almost  stifling." 

"Suppose  we  step  oat  on  the  balcony,  pa,"  said  the  young 
lady ;  "  it  is  much  cooler  there.'*' 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha,"  he  laughed ;  "  you  had  not  found  that  out 
until  I  entered.  However,"  he  went  on,  "  do  you  both  go  out 
there.     I  am  certain  you  will  do  better  without  than  with  me." 

His  daughter  blushed,  but  made  no  reply,  and  the  young 
niaia  removing  two  chairs  to  the  balcony,  they  both  left  the  old 
gentleman,  who,  turning  up  the  gas,  proceeded  to  read  his  eve- 
ning Mississippian. 

Dr.  James  Humphries  was  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  re- 
spectable citizens  of  Jaekson,  and  was  looked  upon  with  great 
esteem  by  all  who  knew  him.  He  had  been  a  medical  practi- 
tioner in  that  city  from  the  time  it  was  nothing  more  than  a 
little  village,  until  railroad  connections  had  raised  it  to  be  a 
place  of  some  consequence,  and  the  capital  of  the  State.  He 
had  married  when  a  young  man,  but  of  all  his  children,  none 
remained  "but  his  daughter  Emma,  in  gaining  whom  he  lost  a 
much-loved  wife,  she  having  died  in  child-birth. 

At  the  time  we  write,  Emma  Humphries  was  betrothed  to 
Henry  Shackleford,  a  young  lawyer  of  fine  ability,  but  who 
was,  like  many  of  .his  countrymen,  a  soldier  in  the  service  of 
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his  country,  and  had  been  elected  first  lieutenant  of  the  "Mis- 
sissippi Rifles." 

We  will  now  leave  them-  for  the  present,  and  in  the   next 
chapter  introduce  the  reader  to  two  other  characters. 


CHAPTER  SIXTH. 

-,■.;.  ■  ,.  ■  / 

THS   SPfiCULATOK   AND    BXTOETIONEE. 

Mr..  Jacob  Swartz  was  sitting  in  the  back  room  of  his  store 
on  Main  street  counting  a  heap  of  gold  and  silver  coins  Avhich 
lay  on  a  table  before  him.  He  was  a  small,  thin-bodied  man, 
with  little  gray  eyes,  light  hair  and  aquiline  nose.  He  was  of 
that  nationality  generally  known  in  this  country  as  "  Dutch ;" 
but  having  been  there  for  over  twenty  years,  he  bad  become 
naturalized,  and  was  now  a  citizen  of  the  chivalrous  Stale  of 
Mississippi,  a  fact  of  which  he  prided  himself  considerably. 

Mr.  Swartz  was  busily  engaged  counting  his  money,  when  a 
little  boy,  who  seemed,  from  a  similarity  of  features,  to  be  his 
son,  appear ->d  at  the  door,  and  mentioned  that  Mr.  Elder  de- 
sired to  see  Lim. 

"Vot  can  he  vant?"  ~said  Mr.  Swartz.  Then  as  if  recollect- 
ing, he  continued :  "  I  suppose  it  is  apout  that  little  shtoro  he 
vant?  to  rent  me.     Tell  him  to  come  in." 

The  boy  withdrew,  and  a  few  seconds  --[U:r  a  tall  and  scru- 
pulously dressed  gentleman,  with  hit;  coat  buttoned  up  to  the 
throat,  and  wearing  a  broad  rimmed  hat,  entered  the  room. 
This  was  Mr.  James  Elder,  a  citizen  of  Jackson,  but  not  a  na- 
tive of  the  State.  He  ca'nie  from  Kentucky  several  years  be- 
fore, ;r<d  was  a  n:an  with  "Southern  principles."  To  do  him 
justice,  we  will  say  that  he  was  really  a  true  friend  to  the  South, 
which  fact  may  have  been  not  ou'y  from  principle,  but  from  his 
being  a  large  slaveholder.  He  was  also  the  possessor  of  a  con- 
sider:.ble  amount  of  Ianued  property  and  real  estate,  among 
which  were  several  buildings  in  Jackson.  He  was'  also  looked 
apon  by  the  ivm-l'l  as  a  very  charitable  man,  being  always  bu*y 
eolhctir.g  money  from  the  people  in  aid  of  some  benevolent  ob- 
ject, and  occasionally  his  name  would  appear-in  the  newspapers, 


accompanied  by  a  flattering  rompnmeat  to  bis  generosity,  as 
the  donor  of  a  libe#$f  amount  of  money  to  some  charitable  in- 
stitution or  society.  There  .were  people,  however,  who  said 
that  the  poor  families,  who  hired  a  series  of  tenement  buildings 
he  possessed  in  the  lower  part  of  the  city,  were  rery often  hard 
pressed  for  their  rent,  and  more  than  once  turned  out  for  non- 
payment. These  repots  were  considered  as  slanders,  for  being 
a  member,  and  one  oflfthe  pillars  of  the  Methodist  Church,  no* 
one,  for  a  moment,  b'eneVed  that  he;  would  be  gailty  of  so  Un- 
feeling an  action.      :/.-<'  .      r 

On  entering  the  room,  Mr.  James  Elder  made  a,  stiff  bow.  to 
Mr.  Swartz,  and  declining  the  hand  offered  te  him,  as  if  it  were 
contamination  to  touch  the  person  of  one  of  God's  likeness, 
dusted  a  chair  and  sat  down  opposite  his  host. 

"  Veil,  Mr.  Elder,  have  you  decided  whether  I  can  get  the 
Bhtore  or  not  ?  Tifc  place  of  mine  is  in.  very  pad  orter,  and  I 
tinks  yours  vill  shust  suit  me,"  began  Mr,  Swarta;  after  a  silence 
of  about  three  minutes. 

"  Ye3,  Mr.  Swartx,  I  think  you  can  have  the  place,  if  you  and 
I  can  come  to  terms  about  the  price  of  the  rent,  which  must  be 
payable  always  in  advance,"  replied  Mr.  Elder- 

"  I  tont  care,"  answered  Mr.  Swarta.     "  I  would  as  soon  pay 
you  in  advance  as  not-     But  vot  price  to  3rou  charge?" 
"I  charge  fifty  dollars  per  month,"  was  the  short  answqr. 
"Veil,  dat  vill  do;  and  T  suppose  you  viU  giv^  me  the  shtore- 
for^von  year  certain  ?" 

*I  am  not  derided  about  that,"  replied  Mr  Ehler,  "a;s  I  do 
not  like  to  bind  myaolf  for  any  given  time ;  for,"  he  continued, 
"there  i,s  no  telling  what  may  b|  the  worth  of  a  store  in  six 
rnonths." 

"I  vould  not  take  it  unless  I,  cou'd  ^et  a  tease  by  the  year," 
replied  Mr.  Swart/,;  "for  the  fact,  is,  1  have  made  a  large  con- 
tract with  the  government,  and  vill  .have  to  extend  by  pisness." 
Mr.  Elder  remained  thoughtful  for  a  few  moments.;  then  he 
replied:  "As  you  wont  take  it  Unless  I  give  a.  lease  for  twelve 
months,  I  will  do  so  on  one  condition ;  that  on  yout'  failure  to 
pay  the  rent  monthly  in  advance,  you  forfeit  the  lease,  and  I 
am  at  liberty  to  demand  your  removal  without  any  notice." 

"Shust  as  you  like,"  he  replied,  "for  I  know  ta  monish  vill 
always  pe  ready  in  advance." 
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"  Well,  I  shall  have  the  lease  drawn  out  to-day  and  bring  it 
tp  you  to  sign,"  said  Mr.  Elder,  rising  and  putting  on  his 
gloves.  "  Good  morning ;  he  here  at  three  o'clock,  as  I  shall 
call  round  at  that  hour,"  and  with  those  words  he  left  the  room,, 
and  the  Dutchman  resumed  the  counting  of  his  money. 


CHAPTER  SEVENTH. 

THE    HUSBAND    A    PRISONER EXILE    OP    THE    SOLDIER'S    WIPE. 

Months  rolled  on,  during  which  time. Mrs.  Wentworth  was 
cheered  by  many  kin'd  and  affectionate  letters  from  her  hus- 
band, who  had  cot  been  si  ok  a  day  since  his  departure  from 
home.  One  of  the  letters  received  from  him  stated  that  he  had 
been  detailed  from  his  regiment  to  act  as  clerk  in  Brigadier 
General  Floyd's  adjutant  general's  office,  his  superior  intelli- 
gence fitting  him  admirably  for  such  an  office;  and.  the  next 
letter  from  him  was  dated  at  Fort  Donelson,  whence  General 
Floyd  had  been  ordered  with  his  brigade. 

Fort  Donelson  fell.     "We  need  not  record  here  the  heroic  de- 
fense and  stubborn  fighting  of  the  Confederate  forces,  and  their 
unfortunate  capture  afterwards.     These  are  matters  of  history, 
and  should  be  recorded  by  the  historian,  and  not  the  novelist. 
Sufficient  to  say,  that  in  the  last  day's  fight  Alfred"  Went  worth, 
having  received  a  severe  wound  in  the  arm,   was  marching  to 
the  rear,  when  an  officer,  dressed  in  the  garb  of  a  lieutenant, 
who  ^vas  lying  on  the  f.elu,  called  faintly  to  him,  and  on  his  go- 
ing up,  he  observed  that  the  lieutenant's  left  leg  Was  fearfully 
mangled  by  a  fragment  of  shellj  and  was  bleeding  so  profusely, 
that,  unless  medical  aid  was  quickly  procured,  he  would  die. 
Forgetting  his  own  wound,  which  was  very  painful,  he  lifted 
the  officer  on  his  shoulder  and  bore  him  to  the  hospital,  where 
his  leg  was  immediately  attended  to,  and  his  life  saved.  The  se- 
verity of  his  own  wound,  and  the  length  of  time  which  elapsed 
before  any  atterticn  was  paid  to  it,  brought  on  a  severe  fever 
and  on  the  escape  of  Genefal  Floyd,  he  was  delirious  and  una- 
ble to  accompany  hin:.     He  was,  therefore,  sent  to  Chicago, 
and  placed  in  the  er.mr- rospital  vr;th  th^  lic.iter.ant   whose  life 
he  had  saved. 
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Qn  their  recovery,  which  was  about  ibe  same  time,  .Lieuten- 
ant Sfiackleford— for  it  was  he— and  AHretf  Wcntwortii  were 
both  sent  to  "  Camp  Douglas,"  the  military  prison  near  Chi- 
cago. 

On  the  receipt  of  the  news  in  New  Orleans,  that  Fort  Don- 
elsoa  and  nearly  its  entire  garrison  h^d*  finpsndfred,  Mrs. 
Wentworth  underwent  another  long  suspense  of  exeitement 
and  anxiety,  which  was,  however,  partially  allayed  by  the  intel- 
ligence tbat  General  Floyd  and  staff  had  e&aapedi  But  as  the 
weeks  rolled  on,  and  she  received  no  letter  from  her  husband, 
the  old  fear  that  he  may  have  been  killed  came  over  her  again, 
ijntfil  relieved  by  seeing  his  name  as  being  among  the  wounded 
at  the  Chicago  hospital  in  one  of  the  city  papers. 

In  mentioning  these  hours,  of  grief  and  suspense  ©a  the  part 
of  Mrs.  Wentworth,  it  must  not  be  understood  tbat  we  are  rep- 
resenting a  weak-minded  and  cowardly  woman.  On  the  con- 
trary, Mrs.  Wentworth  would  have  rather  heard  that  her  hus- 
band was  killed  than  one  word  spoken  derogatory  to  his  cour- 
age, and  would  never  have  consented  to  his  remaining  at  home, 
while,  so  many  of  his  countrymen  were  hurrying  to  protect 
their  country,  from  invasion.  Her  suspense  and  grief  at  the  in- 
telligence of  a  battle  in  which  her  husband  was  engaged,  were 
only  the  natural  feeling  of  &U  affectionate,  wife.  At  that  mo- 
ment she  was  no  longer  the  patriot  daughter  of  the  South ;  she 
was  the  wife  and  mother,  and  none  should  blame  her  for  her 
anxiety  to  know  the  fate  of  one  so  much  loved  as  her  husband, 
and  the  father  of  her  children. 

Scon  after  her  husband  was  taken  prisoner,  Mrs.  Wentworth 
observed  that  Horace  Awtry  became  more  assiduous  in  his  at- 
tentions to  her.  Every  day  ho  would  call  with  presents  for  her 
children,  and  several  times  small  packages  of  bank-bills  were 
found  in  tke  parldr,  which,  When  presented  to  him,  he  would 
always  disclaim  being  the  owner  of;  and  although  Mrs.  Went- 
worth truly  believed  that  they  had  been  left  there  by  him,,  the 
kind  -and  respectful  tone  he  used  to  her,  and  the  intense  interest 
he  appeared  to  take  in  the  welfare  of  her  children,  were  such 
that  she  never  imagined,  for  a  moment,  he  was  using  this  means 
to  cloak  a  vile  and  unmanly  purpose.  Once,  and  only  once, 
was  she  made  aware  that  the  scandal  tongues  of  her  neighbors 
were  being  used  detrimental  to  her  honor;  and  then  the  infor- 
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mation  wasgiven  by  .her  slave  Elsy,  who  overboard  a  conver- 
sation between  two  of  her  neighbors  not.  at  all  complimentary 
to  her,  and  which  the  faithful  riegress  lost  no  time  in  repeating 
to  her  mistress,  with  the  very  indignant  remark  that,  "  ef  dem 
people  nex'  doh  fancy  dey  can  do  anyting  to  take  away  your 
name,  dey's  much  mistaken,  as  I  will  tell  you  ebery  ting  dey 
bay  'bout  you,  an'  you  will  know  what  to  do."  Mrs.  Went- 
worth  made  no  reply  to  the  negro,  but  on  the  next  visit  of  Mr. 
Awtry's,  she  candidly  told  him  what  had  been  said. of  her  in 
consequence  of  his  visits.  He  appeared  very  much  surprised, 
but  told  her  that  such  scandalous  remarks,  emanating,  as  they 
did  out  of  pure  malice,  should  not  be  noticed,  as  all  who  were 
acquainted  with  her  knew  very  well  that  her  character  and 
fair  name  were  above  suspicion.  With  that  the  subject  was 
dropped,  and  be  continued  paying  her  his  visits. 

New  Orleans  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy,  and  the  whole 
Confederacy  was  convulsed,  as  if  shaken  by  an  earthquake. 
None  anticipated  such  a  thing,  ar,d  its  fall  brought  misery  to 
thousands.  The  enemy  had  scarcely  taken  possession,  than 
Horace  Awtry  and  his  bosom  friend,  Charles  Bell,  went  to  the 
provost  marshal's  office  and  took  the  oath  of  allegiance,  after 
proving,  entirely  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  Yankees,  that  they 
were  Northern,  and  had  always  been  Union  men.  Mr.  Awtry 
immediately  received  a  commission,  in  the  Federal  army,  and  by 
his  willingness  to  point  out  prominent,  "secession"  men  and 
women,  soon  ingratiated  himself  in  V:c  favor  of  "Beast  But- 
ler." 

No  sooiiof  had  he  gained'the  favor  of  Butler,  than  his  atten- 
tions to  Mrs.  Wentworth  changed  to  that  of  unmanly  presump- 
tion, and  at  last  lie  had  the  baseness  to  make  proposals  at  once 
dishororable  to  her  as  a  lady  of  virtue  and  position  in  society, 
and  di^racefid  to  him  as  a  nia.i.  Th<?se  propositions  were  ac- 
companied by  a  threat  to  have  her  turned  out  of  the  house  and 
exiled  from  New  Orleans.  With  a  spirit  worthy  of  a  South- 
cm  woman,  she  indignantly  spurned  his  base  offers  and  ordered* 
him  i. ever  to  place  his  feet  across  the  threshold  of  her  house, 
at  the  ^ar\e  time  defying  to  do  his  worse.  He  left  her,  declar- 
i:  >v  that  she  should  be  turned  out  of  the  city,  and  a  few  days 
after,  in  proof  of  his  threat,  an  order  was  presented  to  her, 
signed  by  General  Butler,  commanding  her  to  leave  'he  city. 
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Her  faithfd  slave,  Elsy,  aked  bijter/tears  on- hearing  that  her 
kin<d  mistress  would  bave  to  leave  '&&#  Orleans,  and  declared 
that- she  would  not  remain  in  the  citj,  1)ut'  would  follow  her. 

"  But  they  will  not  let  you  go  with  me,  Elsy,"  said  Mrs.  Wenf- 
worth.  "■  You  arc  free  now,  they  say,  to  do  as  you  like — you 
are  no-  longer,  belonging  to  me."  ' ' 

"  I  ain't  a  gwine  to  stay  here,  missis,'"  replied  the  negro,,  "  ior 
any  inoney  in  dis  world,  and  if  dey  wont  let  me  go  out  wid 
you,  I  will  come  ar,ter  you  by  myself"  _.  ».   (      > 

"Well,  Elsy,"  said  Mrs.  Went  Worth,  ■"  X  do  not  force  you 
to  leave  New Orleans,  but  should  you  get  out,  :c©tne  to  me  at 
Jackson.  You  are  a  good  girl,  and  I  shall  not  forget  your 
fidelity." 

"Fll  be  dere,  shure,"1  said  the  negro,  quite  pleased  at  the 
permission  to  follow  her  mistress  if  she  could. 

Mrs.  Wentworth  immediately  set  to  work  packing  up  a  few 
necessaries,  and  with  the  small  amount  of  money  she  had  left 
awaited  the  iic^t  morning,  when  she  would  start  for  Pass 
Manehac. 

On  the  following  morning  she  proceeded  to -the  boat,  amid 
the  cries  and  lamentations  of  the  faithful  Elsy,  and  with  throb- 
bing heart  and  many  sighs  gazed  on  her  loved  city  until  it  bad 
receded  from  her  vi«w. 

On  arriving  at  the  "  Pass"  she  was  about  to  step  from  the 
boat,  when  a  hand  was  laid  upon  her  shoulder^  and  looking 
round  she  observed  Mr-  Awtry,  dressed  in  the  full  '/inform  of  a 
Yankee  captain,  standing  by  her. 

"  Are  you  determined  to  leave  home,"  he  said,  "and  all  its 
pleasures,  and  starve  in  the  rebel  Sines  ?  Why  not  accept  my 
offer  and  lead  a  life  >f  ease  and  affluence  Your  husband  shall 
never  kuowof.  o  ;r  connection,  and  thu.';  you  will  be  spared 
many  a  weary  day  air!  night  working  for  bread  to  feed  your 
children.1' 

She  looked  at  him  for  i,  moment  frith  all  that  withering  scons 
and  indignation-  which  outraged  virtue  and  innocence  can  as- 
sume, and  then  said  .:  "  Leave  me'  Oo  to  the  land  from  whence 
you  came  and  make  such  offers  to  the  women  there,  but.  remem- 
ber now  you  are  speaking  to  a  [.Southern  woman," 

"  But  think  a  moment,  and — "  lie  began. 

"  Leave  me  this  instant,"  she  said  ■>  nhtedly,   "  or  I  shali  call 
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otters  w.th  more  the  heart  cf  rnen  than  you  to  my  assistance. 
Accept  your  offer  ?"  she  continued  with  ail  the  scorn  she  could 
use.  "  Accept  each  an  offer  .from  a  Yankee  !  Go,  I  would  de- 
spise and  hate  were  you  not  Uo  despicable  for  either  feeling  of 
enmity." 

Several  persons  approachiBg  at  that  moment,  he  moved  away 
hurriedly  after  hissing  in  her  ear :  "  Take  your  choice.  In  either 
one  way  or  the  other  I  am  revenged  on  you  for  the  way  you  re- 
jected my  addresses  in  past  years." 

She  landed  on  the  shore,  and  a  few  minutes  after  the  boat 
moved  back  on  its  way  to  New  Orleans,  when  taking  her  small 
trunk  in  her  hands  the '  soldier's  wife,  with  her  two  children, 
started  on  their  long  and  lively  march.  "For  where  ?^  She  knew 
not.  There  she  was,  an  utter  stranger  with  two  tender  child- 
ren, far  from  her  home,  and  with  only  two  hundred  dollars  in 
money.  Where  could  she  go  to  for  support.  Her  husband  was 
in  a  foreign  prison,  and  she  a  wanderer  in  a  .strange  State.  Her 
heart  sank,  within  her,  and  the  soldier's  wife  wept.  Aye,  wept ! 
idot  tears  of  regret  at  what  she  had  sacrificed,  but  tears' of 
loneliness.  Who  would  not  weep  if  they  were  parted  from 
those  they  love,  and  were  cast  in  a  strange  land  without  a 
friend,  and  with  scarcely  any  means  ? 

We  leave  the  soldier's  wife  for  a  brief  whnt,  and  transport 
the  reader  to  her  husband.  Her  ".rials  have  commenced — God 
help  her ! 


CHAFTEh  EIGHTH. 

TEE    !  R.S.ONEKV "'BE    K\SEAXi>    ASD    THE    LOVER. 

W  k  stated  that  on  the  recovery  of  AJred  Wentworth  and  Lieu- 
tenant .SLackleford  from  their  wounds,  both  were  sent  to  Camp 
Douglas  together,  and  as  Alfred  had  no  regiment  of  his  own 
captured,  t:;c  lieutenant  j  romptiy  requested  him.  to  become  one 
of  his  mes*.  The  sjenejeus  courage  exhibited. by  Alfred  Went- 
v/ortb,  and  the  fact  that  butfor  his  chivalric  attention,  he  should 
have  died  on  the  bloody  held  [of  Fort  Donelson,  had  created  a 
feeling  of  grat.tvde  in  Lieutenant  ^Lackleford  for  his  preserver, 
which,  on  i.lo'--er  aeijraliHanc.:,  had  rifled  :r.t«  a  warm  friend- 
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ship-,  aad  be' soon  made  Alfred  acquainted  with  the  fact  of  his 
betrothal  to  Emma  Humphries,  and  Alfred  in  turn  would  speak 
of  his  wife  and  children  in  such  tones  of  affection  as  only  those 
who  love  can  use.  They  would  sit  down  for  hours  and  con 
verse  on  the  loved  ones  at  home,,  thus,  wiling  away  the  sad 
and  lonely  hours  of  a  prison  life,  until  the  news  w,as  received 
in  Chicago  of  the  fall  of  New  Orleans.  Although  he  bitterly 
regretted  his  native  city  having  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the 
enemy,  the  opportunity  which  it  presented  of  once  more  being- 
able  to  correspond  with  his  wife,"  made  him  feel  happier,  and  as 
sodn  as  mail  communication  was  received  with  the  city,  he  re- 
quested and  obtained  permission  to-  write  her. 

Alfred  TVentworth  had  not  the  slightest  idea  that ,  Horace 
Awtry  would  ever  dare  to  offend  his  wife,  much  Ies.s  to  offer 
infamous  proposals,  and  on  their  being  refused  have  her  driven 
from  the  home  he  had  placed  her  in.  It  is  true  that  his  wife 
had  written  to  bua  that  Mr.  Awtry  had  renewed  his  acquaint- 
ance with  her,  but  her  statements  of  his  kind  attention  to  her 
and  the  children,  and  her  mentioning  the  eager  manner  in  which 
he  had  relieved  her  anxiety  after  the  battle  of  th£  21st  of  July, 
1861,  instead  of  raising' any  suspicion  on  his  part  of  the  honesty 
and  purity  of  his  motives,  only  made  him  return  thanks  in  his 
heart  for  the  previous  kindness  shown  to  his  wife. 

On  obtaining  permission  to  write  her,  he  immediately  penned 
a  long  and  affectionate  letter  which  was  forwarded.     For  many 
days  after  he  remained  in  a  long  ;-usa  ar-a  for  the  expected  an 
swer,  as  he  never  believed  for  a  moment  tl  :■  t  she  would  delay  an- 
swering him,  but  as  days  roiled  into  weeks,  and  no  letter  came 

Xew  Orleans  received  letters 
id   spake   hi;,  fears  to  .SLackle- 

h  i  -  i-,  occurred  to  her,  Alf  " 
:g  attentively  to  his  friend's 
>ur  ic-uer  never  reached  her, 
and  she,  in  ignorance  w!.  »:l._r  you  escaped  unhurt  from  the  m 
gagement,  cannot  write,  not  knowing  where  you  are." 

"It  is  not  her  silence  which  troi:b::.--me  as'much  a.s  the  know 
iedge  that  she  possess  no  other  money  than  Confederate  notes.,  - 
replied  Alfred.  "How  she  wik  manage  to  support  her ■<.--! -"  and 
the  children  God  only  knows." 
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"Have  you  not  friends  there?"  enquired  Harry 
"Yes,  but  I  cannot  depend  on  them  for  assistance,  for  two 
reasons  .  first,  because  from  the  disordered  stale  of  the  money 
market  in  Slew  Orleans,  they -are  .Yaost  a?  ba-.liy  off  as  she  is  ; 
and  second,  I  am  quite  certain  that  Eva  wo  a  a;  rather  starve 
than  ask  for  charity.1' 

"■  Charity  !"  echoed  his  companion.  "  Do  yon  call  it  charity 
to  assist  another  situated  as  your  wife  is,  particularly  where  her 
husband  is  far  from  her  fighting  for  his  country  ':" 

"You  do  not  know  the  people  of  New  Orleans,"  replied  Al- 
fred. "  No  matter  how  kindly  a  favor,  may  be  bestowed  on 
them,  it  is  still  considered  charity,' and  though  dire  necessity 
may  induce  them  to  accept  aid  if  proffered,  the  knowledge  that 
they  were  eating  the  bread  oi'  charity,  would  embitter  each 
mouthful." 

"  Pooh,  pooh."  said  his  friend,  "  all  these  fin-  Motions  would 
do  very  well  before  the  war,  but  at  the  present  time  the  least 
we  think  of  them  the  better." 

"It  is  all  very  well  for  you  to  speak  that  way,'  answered 
Alfred,  "for  you  have  no  wife  and  children  to  cause  uneasiness, 
but  I  cannot  be  otherwise  than  anxious  to  know  what  has. be- 
come of  her,  that  T  receive  no  letters,  while  othoi.  prisoners 
have  had  theirs  regularly  by  mail."1 

"  Ai.i  unfortunate  fact:  which  \o:i  may  depend  ],:;--.  been  caused 
by  no  other  reason  'tfao  tla ■■'  nerdc  ct  of  the  Yankee  officers  to 
forward  yonr  letfe: .-,"  >:-nJ  ilany,  th.er:  '•O'Yiming  "Come, 
heer  op,  and  tlir^1 .  ,-.\i  yam  didiuos,  Another  battle  like 
that  of  Shiloh,  wiii  .■'<■'-.•  ta'-  >^'  Y  as  many  Yankc.  nrisoner:-; 
as  thev  \\\i«-.  Y  ns,  a:....  thou  n.Y  {'or  hm:.?.  and  the  "Sunny 
South  '"  As  "-(.inii  .,>,  we  r-1  r.. >■>■,„  wili  fake  yon  u Y  .Y-:son  and 
then  y  n  can  wit'  yoor  wYo  to  come  oat.  and  she  can  live  with 
my  mother  if  y  a  ,\i>  rat  t':><>  j.nond  to  accent  my  hoi'mtalitv." 
"'I  iania  yon,  n«  ,  •.  p..,t-(.i,  "  out  1  amst  f:!«t  un,  ;  itrit.il  we  arc 
exchange;!,  and  Cud  ktm.vs  w.Jt.c  that  wit.  C 

"■  Why,  nam,  X  tell-  yon  there  is  no  .knot  u:  car  adapuin"'  the 
Yanks  and  -;i[>;armg  a  lot  oi'  them  in  th* ;  r.eit  battle  :  then 
adieu  to  Camp  Douglas,  and  hurrah  for  the  Comederacy  once 
more!"  replied  Harry,  taking  his  companion  by  the  arm,  and 
dragging  him  to  their  tent  where  dinner  had  been  placed  in 
readiness  for  them. 
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■'»''■      »-  jV 

KOOMS*  "O     V.L.S'U'. 
'  ,'»  »    *        '      *       ' 

We  must  now  iv  turn  to  my  heroine,  who,  with  ner.  two  ehiid- 
ven,  we  It  ft  slowly  travelling  toward  ."Jackson,  Mississippi.  'On 
arriving  at  Fonehatula,  she  took  s. the  ears  on  the  N/ew  Orleans. 
.Jackson  and  Great  Northern  Railroad,  and  ii  a  lew  hours  was 
in  Jackson.  .On  arriving  there  she  proceeded  to  the  Bowman 
House,  and  purchasing  a  newspaper  eagerly  scanned  the  col- 
umns to  find  an,  .advertisement' of  rooms  to  rent,  knowing  full 
well  that,  with  her  limited  toeaqs,  she  would  never  be  able  to 
remain 'at  the  hotel,  or  live  at  a  boarding  house. 

"After  looking  for  some  time, .without  finding  the  desired  ad- 
vertisement, her  eye  at  lust,  lit  upon  the  following  notice  under 
the  heading  of  "To  rent:"  4      »  -  tl  A  ' 

".TO    KiJAlV,      >' 

"Unfurnished  rooms  in  the  onj-story  tenement  buNaLge  or. sheer 

For  particulars,  apply  to  the  undersigned  at  liis  oflke  on  Main  street, 
near  the  State  House.  .         '  James  Elder." 

After  reading  it  she  folded  the  paper,  and  remained  musing 
for  several  minutes,  when  rising  up  she  went  to  her  children, 
and,  kissing  them,  told  them  she  was  going  out  for  a  td  .v  min- 
utes, and  to  play  like  good  children  until  her  veer-  .  Sla-  thea 
bft  fiic  hotel,  and,  after  some  little  trouble,  a:  bs:,  !b:u,b  out 
tli."  office  of  Mr.  Elder,  which. she  entered,. 

'•  Is  Mr.  Elder  in?"  she  inquired  of  a  clcik. 

•  Ye-,  :u;uiam,"  ho  replied. 

lk  Can  I  see  him?"  she  asked. 

lie  gave  her  no  answer,  but  going  to  an  adjomuii.'  door,  ;  ai: 
opened  it,  and  announced,  in  a  loud  voi.o,  that  :.  lady  d^bf-d 
to  see  Mr.  Elder 

"  Admit  -her,"  was  the.  reply  of  'li.'.i.  u'/n: i-  su.i:  . 

Mrs.  Went  worth  passed  the  dr>k,  am.,  entering  ti^  roou. 
from  whence  the  voice  proceeded-  found  herself  in  the  presence 
of  Mr  Elder,  who  was  seated  in  an  arm  euab  reading  ..  new* 
paper.  ^      t 

"Be  seated,  madam,"  he  said,  rising  and  handing  her  a  chair. 
"What  can  I  have  the  honor  of  doing  for  yon  this  moraine?" 
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".This  is  your  advertisement,  I  believe,"  she  replied,  handing 
him  the  newspaper.    ■  .J    , 

"Yes,  madam,"  he  answered, 'looking  at  her  through  his 
spectacles. ;  »    , 

"  Well,  sir,  it  is  my  desire  to  rent  one  of  the  rooms." 

"You,  madam!"  he  replied,  Evidently  surprised  at  her  ques- 
•tioV 

"  Yes,  sir,"  she  replied ;  "  I  am  a  refugee  from  New  Orleans, 
having  been  driven  from  there  by  General  Butler.  My  husband 
is  now  a  prisoner  of  war  in  the  hands  of  the  enemy,  and  my 
means  being  limited,  I  am  compelled  to  live  economically." 

"Ahem,  ahem,"  said  Mr.  Elder,  clearing  his  throat ;  "indeed, 
madam,  I  sympathize  with  you.  This  war  has  cast  many  peo- 
ple homeless  and  in  need  throughout  the  country.  I  sympa- 
thize with  you,  indeed  I  do,"  and  he  looked  on  har  in  the  most 
benevolent  mariner  possible.  *     ' 

"Wei!,  sir.  what  is  the  price  charged  for  the  rent  of  one  of 
yoar  rooms?"  asked  Mrs.  Went  worth  after  a  few  moments'  si- 
lence. 

"Well,  ah — well,  ah— you  sec,  mv  dear  madam,  the.  price  of 
everything  has  gone  up  immenseiy,"'he  replied 

"And  what  do  you  charge  for  the  room?"  she  asked.    " 

"Well,  ah,  I  think  sixteen  dollars  per  month  as  cheap  as  I 
could  possible  rent  it,"  he  anwered  fmahy. 

"I  will  take  it,  then,  hv  the.  month'"  she  ■  a:;sv  cred,  rising, 
'•  and  will  go  mto  possession  t^-day." 

"  Wel;,  ah,  my  door  madam,  it  is  a  roe  I  have  akvays  made, 
only  to  rent  my  houses  tor  th?  mor.  :*y,  yaii  kr  aehaanoe— not 
that  I  have  the  Uo-ii:  apprehension  of  year  hiabkity  *o  pay  mcy 
bat,  you  see  it  never  do-s  nay  good  to  d>-vh  te  :"■■-■  >r.i  fixed  rules.f 

'■  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  pay  T-ou  k:  advar.ee,"'  she  replied, 
taking  her  port-monae  irom  her  pocket  ami  hardiner  him  the 
advance  pay  tor  oae  aceitkk  rant. 

Callin,  a  clerk,  Mr.  Elder  handed  him  th-  money,  and  or- 
d.jred  a  receipt  to  be  made  no;  then  turning  10  Mrs.  Went- 
wortn,  he  said  :  • 

"There  is  am,the"r  thing  I  desire  te  lane  )on  understand, 
madam,  and  agate  to  Ti.e  fail  o;  e  e^'  Orleans  has  occasioned 
the  inflation  ot  ah  kinds  o:  reai  estate  in  price,  and  this,  added 
to  the  rapid  mire:  k;  which  Confederate  notes  are  depreciating 
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in  value,  may  compel  me  to  r-dse  the-  price  of  rent.  1  would, 
therefore,  like  you  to- agree,  that  in  no  way  am  I  bound  for  any 
time  longer  than  the  month  you  have  paid  for,  to  take'  the  pres- 
ent price;  and  another  thing  I  desire  is,  that  you  agree  not  to 
take  advantage  of  the  stay  law,  hi  the  etent  of  hon-paynient, 
or  refusal  to  pay  any  additional  price  I  may  charge.  .In  making 
these  conditions,  madam,"  he  continued,  "I  must  not  be  under- 
stood to  say  that  the  contingencies  mentioned  are  at  ail  likely  to 
occur*  as  I  trust  and  hope  they  will  not ;  but  at  the  same  time, 
I  only  desire  to  avoid- a"  deviation,  fro  in  my  usual  course  of  do- 
ing business." 

"Any  terms  you  may  desire  I -wili  agree  to,"  she  replied  in 
an  absent  manner,  "as  I  wish  to  remove  from  the  hotel,  the 
charges  there  being  above  my  means." 

"  Very  well,  madam,  very  well,"  he  responded. 

After  the  clerk  had  brought  tho  receipt  for  the  months  rent, 
Mr.  Elder  rose  from  his  chair,  and,  requesting  Mrs.  Wentworth 
to  remain  seated  for  a  few  minutes,  left  the  apartment.  He 
shortly  after  returned  with  a  printed  document  in  his  hand, 
which  he  requested  her  to  sign.  Without  reading  the  paper, 
she  obeyed  his  request,  and,  receiving  the  key  of  the  room  she 
had  just  rented,  requested  that  Mr.  Elder  wo  aid.  have  her  shown 
where  It  was  situated.  Calling  a  negro  boy,  who  was  lounging 
at  the  door,  he  directed  him  to  accompany  Mrs.   Wentworth  to 

stre:-t  and  show  her  the  rooms.     "Wit a  that  he  made  alow 

bow,  and  she  left  following  the  boy 

"Humph!"  said  Mr.  Elder,  half  ahou:!,  u.  -  :>on  as  she  had 
left.  "I  do  not  care  m;'.ch  about  hiring  my  rooms  to  such  ten- 
ants. Refugees  are  certainly. becoming  a-  tide;  as  locusts  in 
the  h'tate.  and  are  nearly  ail  as  poor  as  Job.  However,  I  have 
made  my-eif  secure  against  any  excuse  for  pay  on  the  ground 
of  poverty,  by, the  paper  she  signed,"  and  with  these  reflections, 
that  worthy  gentleman  re-entered  his  room,  and  was  soon 
deeplv  interested  in  his'-newsnrmcv 
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run:  j\e.\v   ho^ie. 

Mks.  "W ivNT.v g ir: b  followed  the  be  -v  lid  he  arrived  in  from 
of  a  series  of  wretched  looking  rooms,  situated  on  cue  of  the 
niiserafek'  lanes  with  Ayhich  Jackson  abounds.  Slipping  in 
front  cf  one  of  them.  he  pointed  to  it,  snd  whh  no  ether  worch 
than  "Pern  is-de  room,  ma'm,"  walked  old  Taking  the  key. 
which. idr.  Elder  ha;]  r-rd\  iou.siy  trivet:  her,  she  onened  the  iho: 
find  entered.  ■ 

M~y.  Y/entworth  s  heart  sank  within  her  as  she  viewed  the 
wretched  icokmg  apartment.  The  interior  of  the  room  wac 
exceedingly  dirty,- while  the  fadeel  paper,  which  once  gaudily 
adorned  it,  now  hung  in  shreds  from  the  walls.  The  fireplace- 
was  broken  up,  and  disgusting  words  were  written  in  every 
part  of  the  room.  It  had  been,  in  fact,  the  lodging  of  a  wo- 
man of  dissolute  character,  who  had  been  accustomed  to  gather 
a  crowd  of  debauched  characters  in  her  apartment  nightly,  bat 
wko,  from  a  failure  to  pay  her  rent,  had  been  turned  out  by  Mr. 
JSlder.  The  other  apartments  were  still  occupied  by  abandoned 
women  ;  but  of  this  fact  Mrs.  Wentworth  was  not  aware. 

As  she  looked  at  the  room  a  feeling  of  indescribable  sadness 
crept  over  her,  ami  a  sigh  of  bitterness  burst  from  her  throb- 
bing bosom.  I".-  was,  i.eweve  r.  not  to  be  helpeel ;  m  e  had  akeade 
paid  the  rent.,  and  was  ec.hmelkd.  t'o  keep  it  for  the  mouth. 
Sadly  she  hit  tie  room,  and  .oel-dug  it  aider  nor,  repaired  to  a 
store  to  aaahdbe  a.  few  necessary  articl  .^  of  d-rndaro. 

On  catedag'a  s:'ov'.,  the  dr^t  j-orson  she  saw  was  :•■■:.  Swart/, 
who  had,  ey  thawt .--..e,_rd.-cn  from  the  lowly  position  tf  a  gro- 
cer to  taaa  of  a  "  fdmoral  wlawtsak  and  retad  merchant,1'  as  the 
sir1.''.1  Over  id:-;  dew  vst"'  w  mpendy  ruiiCiiiace. 

did.  Fwarta remained  ou  his  scat  rtt  her  entrance,  fared,  raising 
Ida  eyes  to  see  who  dad  er.tercd.    ahe  ^tood  for  a  lev.'  moments, 
■when,  seeing  teat  no  one  appeared  to  notice  her  presence,  she 
walked  np  to  him  a:. u  informed  him   tam   -iae    wished   to  pur- 
chase a  few  pieces  cf  furniture. 

uVotkmd  do  yofc  van: '-"  h»  mcpfircd,  witfoat  moving  from 
Ins  seat. 
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"  A  small  bedstead,  tnree  or  lour  chairs,  a„tabie  arid  a  wash- 
stand,"  she  answered. 

"  Look  at  them  and  see.vieh  yo*  like  te  best,'''  he  sa^cl,  "and 
1  vill  tell  yon  te  briee/: 

Afte;  a,  little  search,  dhv  Wem.-orth  Selected  the  plainest 
and  icos;.  Jmnndy  sbe  could  find  oi  ad  the  articles  she  desired, 
and,  turning  to  him,  paired  ,v:.;.t  the  pii.ee  would  be. 

"Te  pedstead  is  loi'ty  udia-s;  te  .:,,  irs  is  three  tollars  apiece; 
te  taple  h  x  -.-cnty  tola-  ,,  ■;  and  te  wardstand  is  ie  .arte en,"  he  re- 


})  lieu. 

"  And  no; 


til 


ti,  ac.o,.:.:,  to,  aim -ether  J"  see  asked. 


"  Llghty-sie  votary'   ho  rosp  andeJ. 

u  Can  you  take  no  icss,  sir  ?"  '•he  asked.    , .  . 

"  No,  rna  aav  he  answered;  "I  have  pat'one  l>nce,  and  if 
you  don't  vant  to  pay  it  you  can  leave  it.'' 

Taking  out  the  desire'  amount,  she  paid  him  without  making' 
any  further  remark,  and  requested  that  they  would  be  sent 
after  her.  Calling  a  dravman,  Mr.  Swarti;  told  him  to  follow 
her  with  the  furniture,  and  be  returned  to  his  seat,  satisfied 
with  having  made  sixty  dollars  on  the  eighty-six  received  from 
Mrs-.  Wentworth,  the  furniture  having  been  bought  at  sheriff's 
sale  for  a  mere  trifle. 

Having  purchased  a  few  other  bocsefoid  untensiis,  Mrs. 
Wentworth  proceeded  to  the  Bowman  House,  from  which,  af- 
ter paying  her  bill,  she  removed  he:  children,  and,  followed  by 
the  dray  with  hei iandture,  proceeded  to  the  winched  hovel 
she  bad  rented.  Her  stock  of  meney  had  now  Lee  a  reduced  to 
'ess  than  sixty  dadars,  end  with  tidy  :d  o  emuarked  upon  the 
world  Witn  two  tender  children. 

After  pajk.g  th'j  drayman,  who  was  a  ki  ml- a  carted  negro, 
and  getting  him  to  erect  trie  bedstead,  he  departed,  and  a  feel- 
ing of  desolation  and  loneliness  spread  its  dank  shadows  over 
the  heart  <:  f  Mr,..  Wentwoian.  Seau.ig  rerseii  on  a  chair,  with 
her  two  children  clinging  to  her  knees,  the  long  pent  up  foun- 
tain of  grief  bnrst  forth,  ami  tears  bedewed  the  cheeks  of  the 
Soldier's  Wife;  tears,  such  as  only  those  who  have  feit  the 
change  of  fortune,  can  shed  ;  tears,  which,  like  the  last  despair- 
ing cry  of  the  desolate,  can  only  be  answered  in  heaven! 
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THE     ATTEMPTED    ESCU" ;.5. 

'''  We  must  now  return  to  Alfred,  whom  we  left  in  a  disconso- 
late mood  at  Camp  Douglas,  with  his  friend  trying 'to  cheer  his 
spirits.  But  he  could  think  of  nothing  else  but  his  absent  wife, 
until  at  last  he  determined  to  attempt  an  escape.  The  idea  once 
in  his  mind  could  not  be  dismissed-  •  He,  therefore,  informed 
Harry  of  his  intention,  and  asked  if  he  thought  it  feasible,  0" 
likely  to  result  in  success. 

"  So  far  as  the  feasibility  of  the  attempt  is  concerned,"  ob- 
served Harry,  as  soon  as  Alfred  had  concluded,  "  I  think  it 
could  be  attempted.  But  about  the  result,  yon  will  have  to 
trust  to  luck." 

"  I  am  aware  of  that,"  he  replied;  "  But  I'do  not  know  how 
the  attempt  can  possibly  be  made.  The  camp  is  so  well  auard- 
ed,  that  an  attempt  to  escape  is  almost  hopeless  of  success." 

"Pshaw!  If  you  are  determined  to  go,  I  see  nothing  to  pre- 
vent your  making  the  attempt.  If  it  even  fails,  the  ino*t  that 
will  be  done  to  you  by  the  Federals  is  closer  confinement." 

" I  do  not  care  much  about  that  risk,"  he  replied.  "My  de- 
sire is  to  form  some  plan  of  escape.  Can  you  devise  one  by 
which  I  can  get  away  ?" 

"TKat "is  a  difficult  task,"  said  Harry.  "But  as  w'e  arc  of 
the  same  desire,  I  suppose  something  must  be  -done.  "What  do 
you  say  about  digging  a  tunnel,  and  escaping  by  that  route '?" 

"That  is  a  very  good  idea;  but  it  will  take  too  long,"  replied 
Alfred.  "Besides  which,,  what  are  we  to  do  with  the  dirt  that 
is  dug  up  ?" 

"I  never  thought  of  that,'''  he  answered,.  "But  now  that 
you  have  reminded  me  of  it,  I  do  not  believe  the  plan  will  suit. 
Some  other  must  be  devised,  but  what  it  is  to  be,  I  cannot,  for 
the  life  of  me,  imagine." 

"What  do  you  say  to  scaling  the  walls  ?"'  asked  Alfred. 

"A  very  good  idea  it  would  be,  if  we  had  anything  to  scale 
them  with,"  he  replied. 

"Suppose  we  tear  up  our  blankets  and  make  a  rope  of  them." 

''•How  will  you  attach  the  rope  to  the  wail?"  asked  Harry. 
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I. 

"We  can  easily  get  a  hook  of  wif,e  aa&£t  throw  it  over.  »It 

will  be  certain  to  catch,"  he  replied.    '        ,  .  -    ,'""'■*' 

"  Very  likely,"  observed  Harry,  drily,  "  and  make  fe.ufh,a  con- 
founded noise;  that  the  first  thing  we  heard  aftery  it  would,  be  a 
Minie  ball  whistling  past  our  ears:  or  should  it  oat6J& ', without 
making  any  noise,  the  chances  are  that,  when  one:' of  us  as- 
cends, it  will  be  to  meet  the  burly  form  of  SG#a©&i3*ife$h  seAtiv 
nel  traversing  the  walk.  The  idea  is  not  feasibly  "flo  we,  H*BSt 
think  of  something  else."  r  *  '    '■;,  .   Me  -.   '   ;  y  *?  s1-    '-* 

"  I  do  not  know  what  to  think,"  replied  Alfred  ;  "  afid  the 
probability  is,  that  if  I  even  did,  you  would'  Jind.s.ome  objection 
to  its  performance."  '      >   >>•*'.:  f'h'     '■« 

"  That  is  true,"  answered  Harry,  laughing,  f  and  I  accept  the 
reproach  in  the  spirit  it  is  given.  It  will  aever  do  for  "us  to  be 
iaising  objections  to  every  plan  offered,  for  that  will  not  hasten 
our  escape."  «..  ...  '  •* 

"  Then  think  of  something  else,  and  I  will  acquiesce,  no  mat- 
ter  how  extravagant  it  may  be,"  said  Alfred.  "  I  am  tired  q! 
this  cursed  prison,  and  intend  to  get  away  by  some  meana  or 
other.''  f  '•    v.  » 

"  It  is  all  very  good  to  talk  about  getting  away,"  said  Harry. 
"  For  the  matter  of  that,  I  am  as  anxious  to  leave  as  you  are. 
but  in  the  name  of  wonder,  how  are  we  going  to  manage  it  ?" 

"That  is  the  very  thing  I  desire  to  consult  you  about.  We 
certainly  will  never  escape,  unless  we  make  the  attempt;  but  in 
what  manner  we  are  to  attempt  it,  is  exactly  what  I  desire  to 
know." 

"  What  do  you  say  to  bribing  one  cf  the  sentinels  ?"  asked 
Harry. 

"Where  will  we  get  the  means  from?"  inquired  Alfred.  "I 
have  some  Confederate  Treasury  ncte^,  1'Jt  they  will  not  be  any 
temptation  to  a  Yankee." 

"  Leave  me  to  find  tne  means,'-  replied  Harry.  "I  have  a 
lice  g'.-ld  wJteh,  and  abo'^t  seventy  del.ai-.  in  gold.  These  4will 
be  sufficient,  I  think,  to  attempt  the  e  :;;.(l:ry  of  any  Dutchman 
in  the  Yankee  arm  v." 
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sary  preparations  to  escape  to-night,  it  ti  a  Yankee  will  accept 
my  offer."  ,         '     *        .  "       '    v 

"That  will  do  very  welV  observed  Alfred.  "There  is.  ore 
thing,  however,  I  must  remind  you  of.  It  will  not  do  to  offer 
the  sentinel  all  your  gold,  for  we  wrk  require  money  to  pay  our 
.way  into  Tennessee."  ■  -        - 

"Do  you  never  fear  that,"  replied  Harry.  "  E  will  be  certain 
to  reserve  enough  funds  for  our  expenses.  It  does  not  cost 
muth  at  any  time  to  travel  through  these  Northern  States." 

"  Well,  I  trust  to  yon  to  make  all  the  necessary  arrange- 
ments," replied  Alfred.  "I  am  determined  not  to  remain  in 
this  place,  with  my  mind  30  disturbed  about  my  wife  and  chil- 
dren. If  I  can  only  reach  the  Confederate  lines  safely,  I  wll 
have  no  difficulty  in  hearing  from  New  Orleans." 

"  I  will  make  every  effort  to  facilitate  an  escape,"  remarked 
Harry;  "  and  if  my  penetrating  qualities -do  not  deceive  m?, 
there  is  a  sentinel  at  the  gate  to-day,  who  would  not  be  avorse 
to  taking  a  bribe,  even  if  it  permits  n,  "rebel1"  to  escape. 
Cheer  up,  my  friend,"  he  continued.  "  I-  will  guarantee  that 
your  wife  and  children  are  all  well  an  i  iiappv,  e\e>yt  a  natural 
anxiety  on  your  account." 

Alfred  made  no  reply,  and  tbe  two  friends  .horily  after  sep- 
arated. 

Harry  kept  an  assiduous  watch  frr  an  opportunity  to  sjvak: 
with  the  sentinel.  The  time  for  the  man  to  remain  on  guard 
expired,  however,  without  nry  favorib!  e  chance  presenting  it- 
self He  was,  therefore,  coin;;-!!--!  to  wiit  nutil  the  evening, 
when  the  same  sentinel  weald  be*  araho  on  giiard,  before  ho 
could  att:rap:,  to  bribe  hif.t  At  four  o'clock  ho  was  posted, 
and  af  or  .-'."rao  h-sitatioa,  Harry  determined  to  add^ss  him. 
Walking  up  as  t-ooa  as  Iio  lavreei"  ;d  no  one  near  the  map.,  he 
called  >-,'\i  to  hren. 

"  Vr^.  r;>  deiiee  lo  )o~.  var.t?  y-"i  iv-li;'!,''  askc.i  the  sentine1 
in  a  broe-i  Ti-^ch   a.reent. 

'•  Wi'.\  y.vu  ic-t  rae  coma  a  !itt;-  nearer''  Harry  mqviivd,  re.'- 
cei\:;)ir  that  the  de-tacee  betAV^eu  the  e.U'rd  ;::ul  ''iimseH' too 
great  for  a  "env  : rsatiow. 

"  Vot  do  '•'>.!  vrjnt  t,i  com-3  a  ."•  lis  nearoi  fev';'"  ad;  'd  the 
sentinel. 
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"  I  want  to  talk  to  you,1'  he  replied,  making  a  motion  of  his - 
Tiarid  to  indicate  that  be  wished  to  converse  in  secret.  «    •> 

The  sentind,  looking  carefully  around  tq  be  certain  that  no 
one  was  near  at  hand  who  could  perceive  bini,  beckoned  to 
Harry  to  approach.  The  young  man  went  forward  cautiously, 
as  the  numerous  sentinels  around  the  wall  were  likely  to  per- 
ceive him,  and  would  not  hesitate  to  fire  if  they  imagined  he 
Avas„  about  to  attempt  an,  escape.  As  soon  as  he  reached  the 
sentinel,  he  made  known  his  wishes,  and  fbded  by  offering  the 
man  his  watch  and  forty  dollars  in  gold  if  hefwou!d  permit  him- 
self and  his  friend  to  pass  the  gate  at  night.  At  the  same  time 
he  promised  the  man  he  would  take  all  th«  responsibility  in  the 
event,  of  detection  or  re-capture.  '"  l 

The  sentinel  listened  attentively,  and  at  first  appeared  unwill- 
ing to  receive  the  bribe,  but  upon  Harry  representing  to  him 
that  there  was  no  chance  of  his  agency  in  the  escape  being 
discovered/  he  finally  consented  to  receive  it.  It  was,  there- 
fore, arranged  between  them,  that  at  twelve  o'clock  that 
night  the  two  prisoners  should  start.  The  signal  was  to  be  a 
faint  whistle,  which. would  intimate  to  the  guard  that  they  were 
there,  if  it  was  any  wered  they  should  advance,  but  if  not  they 
should  return,  as  his  silence  would  either  indicate  that  he  was 
not  alone,  or  that  he  was  not  on  his  post.  Everything  having 
been  amicably  arranged  between  them,  Harry  promised  to 
pay  the  bribe  as  soon  as  they  had  reached  the  gate.  This  the 
fellow  demurred  to  at  first,  but  as  Harry  was  determined  not 
to  pay  over  the  watch  and  forty  dollars,  until  the  hour  of  their 
departure,  he  was  compelled  to  assent. 

On  Harry's  return  to  his  tent  he  fo^ud  Alfred  reading  a  Yan- 
kee pictorial  newspaper. 

"Well,"  he  remarked,  looking  ,i;>  :r  >m  his  paper  as  soon  as 
Harry  entered. 

"Every  thing  progresses  ineijv"  replied  Harry. 

"Have  you  been  able  to  speak  to  th>3  sentinel  ?"  he  asked. 

"I  have  seen  him,  and  made  all  the  necessary  irrangementH,'' 
Harry  replied. 

"And  when  w;li  we  leave."  Alfred  asked.. 

"To-night  at  Uvolve  id  the  time  fe.vcd  between  as,"  Lie  lepacci. 
"The  fellow  npi>u.'i;-ed  u-.twiliing  at  (b-s\,  but  a  Utile   persuasion 
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with  a  «ight  at  the  watch1  and  money,  was  too  much  for  his  na- 
ture, and  he  yielded  to  my  Wishes."    •-••"  '  * ;  •' 

"Then  everything  goes  on  well,  if  the  fellow  does  not  play 
us  fetee,"  Alfred  remarked.       '     ■    •  .         "*  k    vr?  »      ■&■ 

'-'That  is.  a  risk  we  are  fooiand  to  «nn,"  replied  Harry.  "I  think 
the  fellow  means  to  be  honest,  if  a  man  can  be  honest  who 
agrees  to  allow  a  prisoner  to  escape,  •  who  'is  placed  under  his 
charge."  .      *  <«  V      '        -       •    ,        ,  ,         ■•.  _,     ■ 

"Did  you  inform  hh»  there  were  two  01  us  -who  desired  to 
leave,"  asked  Alfred-      "\  '    « '     - 

"Yes,"  was  the  reply;  "I  would  never  have  bothered  to  es- 
cape and  run  the  risk  of  re-capture  and  harsh  treatment,  did 
not  you  desire  to  Jeave  this  place,  and  the- trip  could  as  well  be 
made  with  you  as  otherwise."  .'  a^ 

Alfred   pressed    his   friend's   hand  ..warmly,    as   he   replife&^s 
"Thank  you,  Harry,  I  trust  I  will  be  able  to  return  the  kindness 
you  have  shown  me,  at  some  future  and  more  favorable  time." 

"Poh,  poh!"  he  replied.  "Don't  speak  of  it.  The  kindness 
has  been  paid  for  long  ago,"  pointing  to  his  wound  as  he  «poke. 

"I  expect  we  may  as  well  make  preparations  to  leave,"  re- 
marked Alfred,  after  a  moment's  pause. 

"Preparations!"  echoed  his  friend,  "What  in  the  name  of 
•Jl  that  is  glorious,  do  you  require  any  preparations  for?"  and 
then,  he  added  dryly,  "there  is  one  thing  certain,  my  trunk  (£) 
.s  already  packed,  although  I  don't  know  if  yours  is.'? 

"A  truce  to  joking  about  trunks,"  replied  Alfred,  "but  seri- 
ously you  must  be  aware  that  we  cannot  leave  here  without 
being  dressed  in  citizens  clothes." 

"The  thunder !"  exclaimed  Harry,  "are  you  going  to  raise 
any  more  objections?"  ' 

"No,"  he  replied,  "but  it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  we  shall 
be  apparelled  in  different  clothes  to  those  of  a  soldier." 

"I  think  we  '.in  get  a  ccipie  of  suits  to  borrow  from  the 
officers,  but  how  I  will  set  them,  without-  their  knowing  our 
intention  toescur  e.  is  a  matter  of  much  difficulty.  If  they  should 
once  know  ,t,  the  whoie  crowd  wdl  uesirc-  to  ic-a\e  with  us." 

"That  would  be  unreasonable  on  -.he'.r  par:,''  y/nlied  Alfred. 
"They  mv.st  be  aware  that  every  v:-?.v.  cauriov  <_ret  away  at  the 
;-:au'ie  time,  and  :o  desire  <.r  r.t'.en  rt  -vch  ■>  \\.\\  c  wxdd  be  :<"■ 
ensure  tin-  \  •:■:■: -Vav-    .:■:'  (vcvvcii 
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"  Well,  I  will  start  now  on  the  borrowing  expedition,  and  by 
some  subterfuge;  be  saved  the  necessity  of  informing  any  per- 
son of*  our  intention."  ."'*''         .     ■ 

Having  moved  off  as  be  spoke,  and  proceeding  to  the  tent  of 
a  brother  officer^  succeeded  in  borrowing  a  citizens'  cOat  and 
pants  without  exciting  any  suspicion  of  his  intended  escape. 
At  the  next  place  he  went  to,  a  few  remarks  were  made,  but 
upon"  his  informing  the  Captain  to'  whom  he  applied,  that  he 
desired  to  have  his  uniform  renovated,  and  had' no  change  of 
clothing  while  that  was  being  done.  The  citizens'  clothes  were 
cordially  loaned,  and  ho  returned  to  Alfred  with  a  joyous  heart. 

"What  luck  have  yon  had?"  enquired  Alfred  as  soon  as  he 
returned. 

"See  for  yourself,"  was  the  reply  of  Harry,  as  he  threw  down 
the  coats  and  pants. 

"Then  everything  needed  is-  procured,"  he  observed. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Harry.  "We  must  now  mix  with  the  other 
prisoners,  as  if  nothing  was  transpiring  in  our  minds,  like  an 
attempt  to  escape.  It  will  be  no  use  keeping  away  from  them, 
as  it  is  likely  to  excite  suspicion." 

The  two  friends  left  the  tent  and  proceeded  to  where  a  group 
of  prisoners  were  seated.  Their  appearance  was  greeted  with 
cheers,  as  Harry  was  a  universal  favorite  among  both  officers 
and  men,  on  account  of  his  lively  and  genial  temper,  combined 
with  a  fine  voice  for  music — an  accomplishment  that  with  sol- 
diers endears,  and  makes  a  favorite  of  any  person  possessing  it. 
He  was  soon  called  upon  for  a  song,  and  in  accordance  with  the 
request  commenced  a  song,  and  soon  the  rich  and  clear  voice  of 
the  young  man  rang  out  on  the  air  of  the  soft  twilight.  He 
sang  of  home,  and  as  each  word  fell  with  distinctnesss  on  the 
ears  of  the  soldiers,  who  grouped  around  him,  eaeh  heart  throb- 
bed with  emotior:,  and  each  mind  wandered  hack  to  the  distant 
land,  where,  in  the  mansion,  or  in'the  little  cottage,  loved  ones 
there  dwelt,  pining  for  those  who  were  now  prisoners  in  a  for- 
eign country. 

The  hour  of  nine  having  arrive:;,  the  soldiers  dispersed  to 
their  respective  < hip. iters,  and  soon  after  the  command  "lights 
out"  was  uttered  in  stentorian  notes.  Long  and  anxiously  the 
two  friends  remained  lying  on  their'  hnnhs  in  tl  e  tent,  awaitine 
the  honr  of  1  \velv<"\     Eaeh  ni omen t  seemed  an   hour  to    Alfred 


Went  worth,  whose  mind  was  wrought  up  to  a  pitch  of  excite- 
ment, almost  unendurable.  Several  times  he  rose  from  hits  bed 
md  paced  the  tent.  At  last  the  long  wished  for  hour  arrived. 
Harry  who  had  been  smoking  all  the  night,  looked  at  has  watch 
>y  the  faint  light  the  fire  of  his  segar  emitted,  and  perceived 
;hat  it  was  only  five  minutes, for  twelve.  Cros$ing  over  to  the 
>unk  on  which  Alfred  was  lying,  he  whispered :  "It  is  time." 
Silently  they  put  on  the  citizens  clothes  borrowed  in  the  even- 
ng,  and  lefjt  the  tent.  The  night  had  changed  from  the  pleasant, 
tarry  evening  to  a  black  and  dismal  gloom*  Heavy  clouds  co 
,'ered  the  skies,  giving  every  indication  cf  rain.  The  night  was 
ust  such  a  one  for  an  escape,  and  although  the  darkness  was  so 
.ntehse,  that  it  was  impossible  for  the  eye  to  penetrate  a  distance 
of  five  paces,  both  felt  that  their  chaece  of  escape  was  .acceler- 
ated. 

"Give  me -your  hand," -whispered  Harry,  a-*  scon  as  they  had 
:eft  the  teat.  v        '  fr' 

"Do  you  know  the  direct  way  tic.  the  gate,''  asked  Alfred. 

"Yes,"  he  replied,  "cease  speaking  now  and  follow  me.  Tlie 
east  whisper  may  be  hoard,  and  then  our  attempt  will  be 
foiled." 

Grasping  the  hand  of  his  friend,  Alfred  fr.Uo wed  him,  stad 
they  moved  with  noiseless  tread  toward  the  gate.  As  soon  as 
ue  descried  the  feint  light  of  the  sentinel's  lamp  near  him,  Har- 
ry stopped,  and  stooping  down  gave  i  faint  whistle.  For  gome 
ame  no  answer  was  returned.  The  two '  friends  remained  in 
vimost  breathless  suspense  awaiting  the  signal.  At  last  It  was 
■eturned,  and  proving  forward,  they  reached  tl  e  gate. 

*' Here,"  wm.spe.red  Harry  to  the  eentinei,  as  he  lia,H;  d  him 
the  vv  itHi  and  money. 

The  man  raise  .1  the  little  lantern  m>ar  him,  and  looked. at  the 
trihe  to  see  tln.t  It  was  all  right.     ''  Pabs  on,1'  he  said 

As  Harry  !a"l  ids  friend  passed  the  gete,  the  former  perceived 
several -forms  flit  across  the  darkness,  end  a  s'npciou  of  treach- 
ery im->t&ntly  rhisHd  through  fr;>  mind,  ' 

"  We  are  betrayed,"  he  whispered  to  Alfred. 

"No  matter,  let  us  push .  boldly  forward,"  was  the  reply. 

They  had  not  moved  tee  paces  ujfrre  th  2  command  "Halt" 
was  give  j. 

"Push  on!"  e.'csle.isued  Ah'V-'d,  da.rtuig  frirv/.ird 


'PHK    TKJAX:'.    CH*"    TBU    oOr.pCKU'b    WIKU.  4-J 

The  tw6  friends  moved  o»  at.  a  rapid  run,  .when  a  volley  of 
musketry  was  fired  at  them/  Harry  escaped  unhurt',  and  con- 
tinued running  at  toe  top  of  Bis  speed,; and  not  until  he  hid 
gone  a  eensi durable  distance,  did  he' discover  jthat  his  friend  was 
not  with  him.    It  was,  however,  too  late  for  him  to  turn  back, 

-  and  entering  Chicago,  he  made  his  way  through  the  city,  and 
continued  his  journey.  *lv  V         ■  % 

At  the  fire  of  the  Federals,  Alfred  received  four  wounds,  and 
sunk  without  a  word  to  the  ground.  The  enemy  shortly  after 
coming  up  found  him  insensible,  and  conveyed  his  inanimate 
body  to  the  hospital.     He  was  dange-roasly.wounded,  and  the 

"physicians  declared  there  was  but  little  hope  of  his  recovery. 

Two  weeks  after  this  unfortunate  occurrence,  a  cartel  for  the 
exchange  of  prisoners  was  agreed  upon  between  the  Federal 
and  Confederate  authorities,  and  the  prisoners  at  Camp  Bouglas 
were  transported  to  JVieksburg,  The  doctors  declared  that  Al- 
fred-was not  in  a  state  to  be  removed,  and  was  left  at  the  hos- 
pital. His  condition  at  that  time  was  very  precarious.  One  of 
the  balls,  that  had  entered  his  body  could  not  be  found,  and  the 
wound  was  kept  open  with  the  view  to.  discovering  where  it 
had  lodged.  His  agony  of  mind  at  the  failure  of  his  attempt 
to  escape  had  retarded  his  recovery  in  a  great  degree,  and  when 
the  information  came  that  the  prisoners  were  about  to  be  ex 
changed,  and  he. was  declared  unable  to  be  removed,  it  added 
further  to  his  detriment.  A  fever  seized  him,  and  for  many 
days' he  remained,  on  his  bed,  hovering  bet  wyn  life  and  death. 


chaptm;  TWELFTH. 


Long  weeks  roiled  on,  and' the  small  a:\m  posseted  by  Mrs 
WentWorth,  had  been  entirely  exhausted.  She  had,  however, 
by  sewing,  contrived  to  supply  herself  and  children  with  io;id. 
It  was  the  same  old  tale  of  sleepless  nights  of  toil.  Often  tiie 
grey  streak  which  heralds  the  morning,  would,  find  her  .still 
pouring  over  her  work,  whije  her  two  children  were  sleeping 
on  the  bad  in  one  corner  of  the  r,)m.     At  times   die  would 


44  THE    TRIALS    OF    THE    SOLDIER'S    WIFE. 

cease  her  work,  and  think  for  long  hours  on  the  loved  husband, 
now  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the  Federate.  In  those  hours, 
;ears  would  course  her  cheeks,  as  the  stern  reality  of  her  posi- 
tion presented  itself ;  to  know  that  he  was  absent,  while  she 
was  leading  a  life  of  penury  and  'toil:  Still  she  struggled  on. 
When  at  times  despair  rose  up  before  her  like  a  demon,  and  she , 
felt  herself  about  to  succumb  to  it,  the  memory  of  her  absent 
husband,  and  the  sight  of  her  loved  children,  would  nerve  the 
soldier's  wife  to  bear  with  fortitude  the  misery  to  which  she 
had  been  reduced.      ,  4  ••  iJlt     »t  i  t'\- .  ,v  ^    •. 

And  tbu-  she  toiled  on,  until  the  last  source  ot  support  had 
vanished.  Toe  Quartermaster  from  whom  she  received  work, 
Laving  completed  all  the  clothing  he  required,  had  no  further 
nse  for  her  services,  and  she  then  saw  nothing  but  a  blank  and 
dreary  prospect,  looming  up  before  her.  She  had  no  means  of 
purchasing  food  for  her  children.  Piece  by  piece  her  furniture 
was  sold  to  supply  their  wants,  until  nothing  was  left  in  the 
room  but  a  solitary  bedstead.  Starvation  in  its  worst  form  star- 
ed her  in  the  face,  until  at  last  she  sold  what  clothing  she  bad 
brought  out  from  New  Orleans.  This  relieved  her  necessities 
but  a  short  time,  and  then  her  last  resource  was  gone. 

If  her  present  was  dark,  the  future  seemed  but  one  black 
cloud  of  despair.  Hope,  that  ignis  fatuus,  which  deceives  so 
many  on  earth,  left  the  soldier's  wife,  and  she  was  indeed 
wretched.  The  blooming  woman  had  become  a  haggard  and 
care-worn  mother.  She  had  no.  thought  for  herself.  It  was  for 
her  children  alone  she  felt  solicitous,  and  when  the  day  arrived 
that  sa^j  her  without  the  means  of  purchasing  bread,  her  long 
filling  cup  of  misery  overflowed,  and  she  wept. 

Yes,  she  wept.  Wept  as  if  her  w'ho;».  life  had  been  changed 
in  a  moment,  from  one  of  joy  and    happiness,  to  that  of  sadness 

and  misery 

Her  child ter;  in  that  dark  Loisr  clustered  around  her.  T'liey 
could  not  '.-.ry.  A  fast  ot  t  ver  twenty-four  hours  had  dried  all 
tears  within  them.  T'.-.^y  unly  Avondefed.  for  awhile,  until  the 
shav;  pangs  oi'  hunger  rt  mmded  them  o"  another  and  greater 
wot  They  too  had  heem changed.  The  bloom  ot  youth  had 
depart'. d  from  their  utwe  eheeks,  while  in  the  eyes  of  ti. coldest 
an  ■■.mnr.it''  ra:  light  br.niod.  "'he  was  ia't^luking  to  the  grave, 
1  at  the  mot::?-   knew  it  no;       KT'"-v  rot-that  nor  dardntr    child 
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had  contracted .  a.  disease,  which  would,  shortly  take  her  to 
Heaven,  for  the  little  Eva  spoke  no  word  of  comprint.  Young, 
as  she  was,  she  saw  her  mother's  agony  of  soul,  and  though 
the  little  lips  were  parched  and  dry,  she  told  not  her  ailing 
.The  tears  continued  to  flow  from  Mrs.  Wentworth,  and  stiii 
the  children  gazed  on  in  wonderment.  They  knew  not  what 
they  meant.  » 

t"  Mother,"  at  last  said  her  little  infant,  "why  do  you  cry?" 

She  took  her  pn  her  knee*.     "'Nothing,  my  darling,"  she  re- 
plied. 

"Then  stop  crying,"  he  said,  pressing  his  little  haud  on  Mrs, 
Went  worth's  cheek.     '"It  makes  me  feel  bad." 

"I  will  stop  crying,  darling,"  she  replied.,  drying  her  tew\> 
and  smiling. 

Smiles  are  not  always  the  reply  of  the  heart.  We  Lave  seer: 
men  smile  whose  whole  life- was  a  scene  of  misfortune,  and  yet 
this  emblem  of  happiness  has  lit  their  features.  It  is  outward 
show — a  fruit,  whose  surface  presents  a  'tempting  appearance 
to  the  eye,  but  which  is  blasted  and  withered  within.  Smiles 
are  often  like  the  fruit  called  the  Guava.  It  is  a  beautiful  look- 
ing fruit  which  grows  in  the  West  Indies,  and  to  the:  taste  is 
very  Lucious,  but  when  examined  through  a  microscope,  it  pre- 
sents the  appearance  of  a  moving  mass  of  worms.  Its  beauty 
is  deceptive,  nothing  but  a  wretched  view  presents  itself, 

•'Like  dead  sea  frr.it,  that  tempts  the  r.-ye, 
And  talis  to  ashes  on  the  lip?." 

The  child  ;.>aw  her  mother  smile,  and  the-  little   heart    forgot 
its  hunger,  and  for  a  moment -.beat  with  joy.  The  glea-neof  sun 
shine  that  spread  itself' oyer  him,  did  not  last,  for  soon  after  the 
face  of  the  mother  assumed  the  same  sad  and  cheerless   expres 
sion,  it  had  worn  for  many  week-:.     The  child  saw  it,  and  again 
felt  his  hunge:. 

"  Mother,"  she  said,   •'  give  me  a  piece  of  bread." 
"  I  will  get  some  for  you  to-morrow."   she  rephfo.     "Th-wv 
is  no  bread  in  the  ho '.->.c  this  evening." 

"lam  so  hungry,"     eina&ed  the  child."     Why  is  th  we  no 
bread  ?" 

'"Mother  has  got  no  money  to  buy  any,"  she  replioih 
The  other  child  had  remained  quiet  all  the  while.     Siie  still 
mwtled  to  her  mother's  side  and  looked  Ions'  and  earoo^.fo  into 


4(j  THE    TR1A"LS    OK    Tlli    .SOiX-iKR'!?    WIFE. 

her  face.  She  was  not  thinking,  for  one  of  her  years  know 
nothing  of  thought,  but  divined  that  all  was  not  right -with 
her  mothers  --  »      '•  «  "*  - 

11  Eva,  my  child,'  the  mother  said,  speaking  to  her  -for,  the 
first  time,  "  go  to  the  grocer's,  and  ask  him  if  he  will  let  me 
have  a  loaf  oi  bread  on  credit."  „"  ..*,  *t    „ 

''  I  am  so  glad  yoa  have  seat  f,-r  brcau,''  c  :.:lai.med'the  infant 
■•.I  her  knees,  as  re  ciapned  n:s  hand  joyfully  together,    ,'\ 

."diva    leir,  the   room,   and  "in   a  few   mir.'nes  returned  empty 

"Kas  he  refused  10  ,et  ;>  e  u  Lav-  it ':''"  asked  Mrs.  Went- 
V.'urti':. 

"Yes,  mother,"  replied  the  child  sadly.  "  He  says  he  will 
not  gwe  .-re  lit  to  anybody  d' 

"I  tkoagnt  as  much,"1  .airs.  Wentworth  remarked. 

"  Then  J  won't  get  any  bread  ?"  asked  the  child  on  her 
knees. 

u  No,  my  darling,"  airs.  Wentworth  answered,  "yon  must 
wak  until  to-morrow."    ■ 

"I  hav'nt  eaten  so  long,  mother,"  he  said.  "•  Why  aint  yon 
got  any  bread  ?" 

"  Because  mother  is  poor  and  without  any  money,"  she 
replied. 

"  Bit,  I  feel  so  buagry,"  again  the  chiid  remarked. ., 

"I  know  it,  my  aweet  boy,"  replied  his  mother,  "■  but  wait 
a  little  mnger  arid  I  will  give  yqu  something  to  eat." 

Her  iieait  was  wrong  with  rigony  at  the  complaint  of  the 
child  ar.d  his  call  tor  bread;  but  she  she  knew  not  how  to 
i-'rade  his  '/uestions  or  to  procure. food.  The  thought  of  asking 
rhar.ty  ord  never  ovice  entered,  her  mind,  lor  those  with  "who!:. 
she  Lad  dady  r:ewwwr-e,  were  too  much  engaged  iu  self-inter- 
est to  make  ..wr  ho^e  t!  "-t-any  appeal  f -r  help  would  tei'ch  their 
soolr.  hearts:,  and*vct  foou  noot  hekao,  i_,nt  how  she  knew 
r.ot.  .lier  oroiaiso  :o  i.ve  ner  ckdd  iood,  on  the  oe::t  dry.  was 
made  ouly  to  die  or  his  call  tor  bread.  There  was  no  mx-.-pect 
of  reeedvii  g  try  money,  amfj-ae  could  not  see  her  children 
starve.  B<;t  one  rew  arse  was  lett.  She  must  sell  the  bed — the 
last  piece  ol  furniture  remaining  in  the  room — no  matter  that 
in  so  doing  her  wretchedness  increased  instead  of  diminished. 

The  child  was  not  satisfied  wak  her  i  remise.     The  pangs  lie 
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endured  wereJ;o|>  awifMbi  <&£ "jpf  hie  age,  and  again  he  uttered 


his  call  for  tot^-    ..        .. 

"There  %  i*> 'fwafl? Whlf"  sai*Kva,  *peakin£  for  the  first 

time.     «'B^»'t  a*£;,feti»^b#a^?.  It  makes  mamma  sad." 

TheoWiJ  opened  *ll$;  llrg§|  W&e  eyes  enquirinrdv  upon  hh 
sister.     •.»;•         .      * "  ">  "     *'  ,        "    '»    "  * 

"My  sweet,  darling  child,"  exclaimed  *LB..  We;  tworth, 
clasping  the  iittie  vE31a'to  her' heart,  and  'then  bursting  into 
tears  at  "this  proof  of  her  child's  fortitude.,  she  c:m;drr.,ed :  "Art 
you  not  hungry,  t  oo  r"  * 

"  Yes,;  mother,"  she  replied,  "  but "     Jdere  the  little  gir* 

ceased  to  speuu  ::s  if  des.rcus  of  sparing  her  moiber  pain. 

«  But  what : "  a.:ked  Mv> .  Weutworth. 

''Mother,"  -xoiauued  the  child,  throwing  her  aims  round 
her  mother's  neck,  and  evading  the  -question,  "  frrther  will 
come  back  to  us,  and  then  we  will  cot  want  bread." 

The  word  "  father,"  brought  to  Mrs.  Wentworth's  mind  her 

absent  husband.     She  thought  of  the  agony  he  would  endure 

.  if  he  knew  that  his  wife  and  children  were  suffering  for  food. 

A  swelling  of  her  bosom  told  of  the  emotion  raging  within 

her,  and  again  the  tears  started  to  her  eyes. 

"  Gome,  my  sweet  boy,"  she  said,  dashing  away  the  tears,  ae 
they  came  like  dewdrops  from  her  eyelids,  and  speaking  to  the 
infant  on  her  knee,.  "•  it  is  t.me  to  go  to  bed." 

"  Am;,  j  to  get  some  bread  before  I  go  to  bed  '"  he  rxked. 

"There  is  none,  darling,"  she  auswercd  hnvddy  "Wait 
unfii  to-morrow  and  you  will  ge*u  some." 

,  "■  But  I  au>  so   hungry,"  agria  repeated  the  child,  and  again 
a  pang  of  wretchedness  shot  through  the  mother's  breast. 

"Never  miml,"  slm  observed,  hissing  him  fondly,  "if  3  or 
love  me,  Set  me  pat  you  to  bed  like  a .  a.ood  child." 

"I  love  you!"  he  s::,d,  looking  ep  into  her  eyes  With  all  that 
deep  love  that  instim't  save-:  to  ahi'draa.    ■' 

Klar  muiressed  am!  p;U,  him  to  fcfd,  ■.>  i.or- :  the  att.e.  aida  lei 
lowed  him  soon  attar.  AT  vs.  Weutworth  sat  by  the  beds. a* 
until  they  had  fallen  asleep. 

"I  love  you,  mother,  but  I  am  so  u  angry,"  were  the  iast 
words  the  infant  murmured  as  he  closed  his  eyes  in  sleep,  and 
in  that  slumber  forgot  his  agonizing  pangs  for  awhile. 

As  soon  as  they  were  asleep,  Mrs.  Went  worth  removed  from. 
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the  bedside  and  j  seated  herself  a,t  the  window,  which  she 
opened.  There  she  sat,  looking,  at  the  clouds  as  they  floated 
by,  dark  as  her  own  prospects  were.  ,  The  morning  dawned 
and  saw  her  still  there.  It  was  a  beautiful  morning,  but  the 
warble  of  the  bird  in  a  tree  near  byras  hepoured  forth  his 
morning  son??,  awoke  no  echo  in  the  heart  of  the  soldier's 
wife.  All  was  cheerless  within  her.  The  brightness  of  the 
morning  only  acted  like  a  gleam  of  light  at  the  mouth  of  a 
cavern.     It  mode  the  darkness  of  her  thoughts  -more -dismal. 


CHAPTER  THIRTEENTH. 

THE    APPEAL    FOR    CREDIT. 

Tue  first- call  of  the  little  boy,  when  he  awoke  in  the  morn- 
ing, was  for  bread.  He  was  doubly  hungry,  now.  Thivty-six 
hours  had  passed  since  he  had  eaten  the  last  mouthful  of  food 
that  remained  in  the  room.  Mrs.  Yvrentworthon  that  night  of 
vigils,  had  determined  to  make  an  appeal  for  help  to  the  man 
she  had  purchased  the  furniture  from,  on  her  arrival  at  Jack- 
son, and  in  the  event  of  his  refusing  to  assist  her,  to  sell  the 
bed  on  which  her  children  were  wont  to  sleep.  This  determi- 
nation had  not  been  arrived  at  without  a  struggle  in  the  heart 
of  the  soldier's  wife.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  was  about 
to  sac  for  help  from  a  stranger,  and  the  blood  ra>hed  to  her 
cheeks,  as  she  thought  of  the  humiliation  that  poverty  entails 
apon  mortal.  It  is  true%  she  was  not  about  to  ask  for  chanty, 
as  her  object  wo  only  to  pre  cure  credit  for  a  small  quantity  of 
orovisions  to  feed  her  children -with.  The  debt  would  be  paid, 
she  knew  well  enough, 'but  still  it  was  asking  a  favor,  and  the 
idea  of  being  obligate!  to  a  stranger,  was  galiing  to  her  proud 
and  sensitive  nature. 

"Mother,"  exclaimed  the  child,  as  he  ro^c  frmu  bis  bed,  "it 
is  morning  now  ;   ain't  I  going  to  get  some  bread  ?" 

"Yes,"  she  replied,  "I  will  go  car  to  thy  shop  directly  and 
get, you  some." 

About  an  hour  afterwards  she  left  the  room,  a. ad  bidding 
Ella  to  take  care  of  her  brother,  while  she  was  absent. -bending 
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her  steps  towards  the  store  of  Mr.  Swartz.     This  gentleman 
had  became,  in  a  few  short  weeks,  possessed  of  three   or  four 
times  the  wealth  he  owned  when  we  first  introduced   him   to 
our  readers/    The  spirit  of  speculation  had  seized  him  among 
the  vast  number  of  the  southern  people,  who  Were  drawn  into 
its  vortex,  and  created  untold  suffering  among  the  poorer  clas 
ses  of  the  people..    The  difference  with  Mr.  Swartz  and  the 
great  majority  of  southern  speculators,  was  the  depth  to  which 
he  descended  for  the  purpose  of  making  money.     No  article  of 
trade,  however  petty,  that  he  thought  himself  able  to  make  a 
few  dollars,  by,  was  passed  aside  unnoticed,  while  he  would  sell 
from  the  paltry  amount  of  a  pound  of  flour  to  the  largest  quan- 
tity of  merchandize  required-  Like  all  person?  who  are  suddenly 
elevated,  from  comparative  dependence,  to  wealth,  he  had  be- 
come purse  proud  and  ostemtatiousT  as  he  was  humble  and  cring- 
ing before  the  war.    In  this  display  of  the  mushroom,  could  be 
easily  discovered  the  vulgar  and  uneducated  favorite  of  frikle 
fortune.     Even  these  displays  could  have  been  overlooked  and 
pardoned,  had  he  shown  any  charity  to  the  suffering  poor.  But 
his  heart  was  as  hard  as  the  flinty  rocks  against  which  wash  the 
billows  of  the  Atlantic.     The  cry  of  hunger  never  reached  the 
inside  of  his  breast.     It  was  guarded  with  a  covering  ©f  iron, 
impenetrable  to  the  voice  of  misery. 

And  it  was  to  this  man  that  Mrs.  Wentworth,  in  her  hour  of 
bitter  need  applied.  She  entered  his  store  ant!  enquired  of  the 
clerk  for  Mr.  Swartz. 

"  You,  will  find  him  in  that  room,"  he  replied,  pointing  to  a 
chamber  in  the  rear  of  the  store. 

Mrs.  Wentworth  entered  the  room,  and  found  Mr.  Swai'tz 
seated  before  a  desk.  The  oflice,  for  jt  was  his  private  office, 
was  most  elegantly  furnished,  and  exhibited  marks  of  the  pro- 
prietor's Wealth. 

Mr.  Swartz  elevated  his  brows  with  surprise,  as  he  looked  at 
the  care-worn  expression  and  needy  attire  of  the  woman  before 
him. 

"  \  ot  can  I  do  for  you  my  coot  voman,"  he  enquired,  with- 
out even  extending  the  courtesy  of  offering  her  a  seat. 

Mrs.  Wentworth  remained  for  a  moment  without  replying. 
She  was  embarrassed  at  the  uncourteous  reception  Mr.  Swartz 
gave  her.     She  did  not  recollect  her  altered  outward   appear- 
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ance,  but  thought  only  of  the  fact  that  she  was  a  lady.  Her  in- 
tention to  "appeal  to  him  for  credit,  wavered  for  awhile,  but  the 
gaunt  skeleton,  Want,  rose  up  and  heldjher  two  children  be- 
fore her,  and  she -determined  to  subdue  pride,  and  ask  the  obli- 
gation. „.,    ,,  J^f,*.;,  ^i^M^v'1  •»*  *  ' 

"I  do  not  know  if  y  a  recollect  me, '  sue  replied  at  last,"' and 
then  added,  "  I  am  thelady  who  purchased  a  lot  of  furniture 
from  you  a  few  weeks  ago."  .•$_»,,    .    f        •-,,-- 

"I  do  not  remember,"  Mr.  Swartz  observed,  with. a  look  of 
surprise.     "Bat  vot  can  I  to  for  you  dis  morning  ?" 

"  I  am  a  soldier's  wife,"  Mrs. 'Wentworth  commenced  hes- 
itatingly. "My  husband  is  now  a  prisoner  in  the  North,  and  I 
am  here,  a  refugee  from  New  Orleans,  with  two  small  children. 
Until  a  short  time  ago  I  had  succeeded  inp  supporting  my  little 
family  by  working  on  soldiers'  clothing,  but  the  Quartermaster's 
department  having  ceased  to  manufacture  clothing,  I  have  been 
for  several  days  without  work*"  ,  Here  she  paused.  It  pained 
her  to  continue.  i       .    .,    „■-. 

Mr.  Swartz  looked  at  her  with  surprise,*  and  the  Mua  came 
into  his  mind  that  she  was  an  applicant  for  charity. 

u  Veil,  vot  has  dat  get  to  do  vid  >our  pisness,"  he  observed 
in  a  cold  tone  of  voice,  determined  that  she  should  see  no  hope 
in  his  face. 

"  This  much,"  she  replied.  "For  over  twenty-four  hours  my 
two  little  children  and  myself  have  been  without  food,  and  I 
have  not  a  dollar  to  purchase  it."  . 

"  1  can't  do  anything  for  yon,"  Mr.  Swartz:  said  with  a  frov^r. 
"  Dere  is   scarce  a  day  but  some  peoples   or  anoder  vnnt.-: 

.-hrj-i'-.v    r:;\d  2 " 

"I  do  not  come  to  ssk  lor  charity,"  she   -.merrvT-'ted' hastily. 
"  ]  aavt  oihy  •:,<:\na  to  ask  you  a  favor." 
u  Vat  i«  it?"  he  enquired. 

"  As  I  told  you  before,  my  children  and  myself  are  nearly 
;;tf;rving,"  she  r<  plied.  uIhave  not  the  means  .of  buying  food 
at  present,  hut  think  it  more- than  likely  I  will  procure  work  in 
a  few  days.  I  have  called  to  ask  if  you  would  give  me  credit 
lor  a  few  articles  of  food  until  then,  by  which  i  will  be  able  to 
sustain  my  family."     s 

"I  thought  it  vas  something  like  charity  you  vanted,"  he 
observed,  "  but  I  cannot  do  vat  you  vish.     It  is  te  same  ting 
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every  tay  rait  te  sogers'  families.  Dey  comes  here  and  asks  for 
charity  and  credit,  shust.  as  if  a  man  Vas  made  of  monish. — 
Gootness  gracious !  I  don't  pelieve  dat  te  peoples  who  comes 
here  every  tay  is  as  pad  off  as  tey  vish  to  appear." 

"  Yon  are  mistaken,  sir,"  Mrs,  Wentworth  replied,  "  if  you 
think  I  have  come  here  without  being  actually  in  want  of  the 
food,  I  'ask  you  to  let  me  have  on  credit.  Necessity,  and  dire 
necessity  alone,  has  prompted  me  to  seek  an  obligation  of  you, 
and  if  you  require  it  I  am  willing  to  pay  double  the  amount  you 
charge,  so  that  my  poor  children  are  saved  from  starvation." 

"I  reckon  you  vill,"  Mr.  Swartz  said,  "but  ven  you  vill 
pay  ish  te  question," 

"  I  could  riot  name  any  precise  day  to  you,"  answered  Mrs. 
Wentworth.  "  I  can  only  promise  that  the  debt  will  be  paid. 
If  I  cannot  even  pay  it  myself,  as  soon  as  my  husband  is  ex- 
changed he  will  pay  whatever  you  charge." 

"  Dat  ish  a  very  doubtful  vay  of  doing  pisness,"  he  remark- 
ed.    "  I  cannot  do  as  you  ask." 

"  Consider,  sir,  she  replied.  "  The  amount  I  ask  you  to  credit 
me  for  is  but  small,  and  even  if  you  should  not  get  paid  (which 
I  am  certain  you  will)  the  loss  cannot  be  felt  by  a  man  of  your 
wealth." 

"Dat  makes  no  differenish.  I  can't  give  you  credit.  It  ish 
against  my  rules,  and  if  I  proke  tern  for  you  I  vill  have  to  do 
so  for  every  body." 

Mrs.  Wentworth's  heart  sank  within  her  at  the  determined 
manner  in  which  he  expressed  his  refusal.  Without  replying 
she  moved  towards  the  door,  and  was  about  to  leave  the  room 
when  she  thought  of  the  bedstead,  on  the  sale  of  which  she 
now. depended.  He  may  loan  money  on  it  she  thought,  and  she 
returned  to  the.  side  of  his  desk.  He  looked  up  at  her  impa- 
tiently. 

"  Veil,"  he  remarked,  frowning  as  he  uttered  the  single  word. 

"  As  you  won't  give  me  credit,"  said  Mrs.  Wentworth,  "  I 
thought  you  may  be  willing  to  loan  me  some- money  if  I  gave  a 
security  for  its  payment." 

"  Vat  kind  of  security  ?"  he  enquired. 

"  I  have,  at  my  uoom,  a  bedstead  I  purchased  from  you  some 
time  ago,"  she  replied.  Will  you  lend'  a  small  sum  of  money 
on  it?" 
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"  No  V  he  answered.     "I  am  not  a  pawnbroker." 

"  But  you  might  accommodate  a  destitute  mother,"  remarked 
Mrs.  Wentworth.  "  You  have  refused  to  give  me  credit,  and 
now  I  ask  you  to  loan  me  a  small  sum  of  money,  for  the  pay- 
ment of  which  I  offer  security." 

"I  cannot  do  it,"  he  answered.  "  Ven  I  says  a  ting  I  means 
it." 

"  Will  you  buy  the  bedstead  then  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Wentworth 
in  despair. 

"  Vat  can  I  do  mit  it  ?"  ho  enquired. 

"  Why  you  can  sell  again,"  replied  Mrs.  Wentworth.  "  It 
will  always  find  a  purchaser,  particularly  now  that  the  price  of 
everything  has  increased  so  largely." 

"  Veil,  I  vill  puy  te  pedstead,"  he  said,  and  then  enquired  : 
"How  much  monish  do  you  vant  for  it?" 

"What  will  you  give  me  ?"  she  asked. 

"  I  vill  give  you  forty  tollars'for  it,"  he  replied. 

"It  must  be  worth  more  than  that,"  she  remarked.  "The 
price  of  everything  is  so  increased  that  it  appears  to  me  as  if 
the  bedstead  should  command  a  higher  price  than  that  offered 
by  you." 

"  Shust  as  you  like,  my  goot  voman,"  Mr.  Swartz  remark- 
ed, shrugging  his  shoulders.  "  If  you  vant  at  mine  price,  all 
veil  and  goot ;  if  not,  you  can  leave  it  alone.  I  only  puy  te 
piece  of  furniture  to  accommodate  you,  and  you  should  pe 
tankful." 

"  I  suppose  I  wiii  be  obliged  to  take  your  price,"  replied  Mrs. 
Wentworth,  "  although  I  believe  I  could  get  more  for  it,  did  I 
know  any  one  in  town  who  purchased  such  things." 

He  made  no  reply,  but  calling  his  clerk  ordered  him  to  bring 
forty  dollars  from  the  safe.  The  clerk  having  brought  the  mo- 
ney retired,  and  left  them  alone  again. 

"  Vere  is  te  pedstead  ?"  asked  Swartz.1 

"  It  is  at  home,"  Mrs.  Wentworth  replied. 

"  Den  you  must  pring  it  round  here  before  I  can  pay  for  it," 
he  observed. 

"I  am  in  want  of  the  money  now  to  buy  bread,"  she  answer- 
ed. "If  you  will  pay  me  and  let  your  clerk  follow  with  a  dray, 
I  would  return  home  immediately  and  have  the  bedstead  taken 
down  and  sent  to  you." 
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Mr.  SwarU  called  the  clerk  a^ain,  and  ordered  him  to 
bring  a  dray  to  the  frpnt  of"  the  store.  The  c}erk  did  as  he  was 
requested,  and  soon  after  returned  -vpith  the  intelligence  that 
the  dray  was  ready.     . 

"  Do  "you  follow  dis  voman  to  'her  house,  ,and  she  vill  give 
you  a  pedstead.  Bring  it  down  here,"  and  then. he  added, 
speaking  to  the  clerk  who  had  not  yet  left  th,eroom:  "Vat- 
does  te  trayman  sharge." 

"  One  dollar  and  a  half,'"  was  the*  reply. 

Taking  up  the  forty  dollars  which  had  been  previously  brought 
to  him,  Mr.  Swartz  counted  out  thirty-eight  and  a  hall  dol- 
lars, and  handed  them  to  Mrs.-  Wentworth. 

"  De  von  tollar  and  a  half  out  ish  to  pay  for  te  trayage,"  he 
remarked  as  she  received  the  money. 

She  made  no  reply,  but  left  the  room  followed  by  the  clerk, 
when,  with  the  drayman,  they  soon  arrived  at  her  room.  The 
bedstead  was  soon  taken  down  and  reeved  to  Mr.  Swartz's 
store.  '-^T 

u  Charge  one  huntred  toliars  for  dat  pedstead,''  he  remarked 
to  his  clerk  as  sobn  as  it  had  arrived. 

While  he  was  rejoicing  at  the  good  speculation  he  had  made, 
the  soldier's  wife  sat  ou  a  box  in.  her  room  feeding  her  half  fam- 
ished children.  The  room  was  now  utterly  destitute  of  furni- 
ture, but  the  heart  of  the  mother  rejoiced  .it  the  knowledge 
that  for  a  couple  of  weeks  longer  her  children  would,  have  food. 


CHAPTER    FOURTEENTH. 

OR.  HilMrHnii::^    !!',;IS   A    slave   and   erix<><    uosiii   NEWS. 

'  JB£B 

J-    £    '■•       '  '..      I  J.I  J      — 

A  few  days  after  Mrs.  Wentworth  had  sold  her  la*t*piece  of 
furniture,  Dr.  Humphries  was  walking  along  orTe  of  the  princi- 
pal streets  in  Jackson  when,  he  was  stopped  by  a  crowd  that 
had  gathered  in  front  of  an  auction  mart.  On  walking  up  he 
learned  that  it  was  a  sheriff's  sale  of  a  "■  likely  young  negrd 
girl."  Remembering  that  Emma  had  requested  him  to  pur- 
chase a  girl  as  a  waiting  maid  for  her,  he  examined  the  slave 
and  found  her  in  all  respects-the  kind  of  house  servant  he  de- 
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sired.  Going  up  to  the  auctioneer  who  had  just  mounted  a 
bench  for  the  purpose  of  selling  the  slave,  he  enquired  where 
she  had  come  from.  The  auctioneer  responded  by  handing. the 
doctor  a  small  hand  bill  setting  forth  the  sale.  After  reading 
it  he  walked  up  to  the  slave  and  commenced  to  question  her. 

"  What  is  your  name  ?"  he  enquired. 

"  Elsy,  sir,"  she  replied. 

"You  say.  that  you  oome  from  New  Orleans,"  he  continued. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  she  responded. 

"What  was  your  master's  name  ?"  asked  the  doctor. 

"His  name  is  Mr.  Alfred  Wentworth,"  the  negro  answered. 

"  Where  is  your  master  now  ?"■  he  enquired,  continuing  his 
questions. 

"  Massa  is  a  prisner  in  de  Yankee  army,"  she  replied. 

"And  what  made  you  leave  New  Orleans?"  was  the  next 
question. 

"My  missis  was  turned  away  from  .de  city,  and  I  runaway 
from  dem  Yankees  and  come  here  to  look  for  her." 

"  Have  you  not  been  able  to  find  your  mistress  ?"  asked  Dr. 
Humphries. 

"  No,  sir.  Jest,  as  I  came  here  de  city  police  took  me  up  and 
put  me  in  jail." 

"  Excuse  me,"  interrupted  the  auctioneer,  "  but  J  must  sell 
this  girl  at  once.  Time  is  precious,  so  you  must  excuse  me ;" 
then  turning  to  the  crowd  he  continued :  "  Here  is  the  slave, 
gentlemen.  She  is  an  intelligent  looking;  negro,  says  she  un- 
derstands all  taat  appertains  to  the  duties  of  a  house  servant. 
What  will  you  bid  fpr  her  ?" 

"  Seven  hundred  dollars,"  exclaimed  a  voice  in  the  crowd. 

"Thank  you,  sir ; -seven  hundred  dollars;  going  at  seven 
inmdred  dollars.  Look  at  the  girl,  gentlemen,  going  at  seven 
hundred  dollars.  Can  I  get  another  bid?"  exclaimed  the  auc- 
tioneer in  the  rapid  voice  peculiar  to  his  class. 

"  Seven  hundred  and  twenty-live,"  was  the  next  bid. 

"  Seven  hundred  and  fifty,"  Dr.  Humphries  cried  out,  having 
made  up  his  mind  to  purchase  her. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  slave  was  "  knocked  down"  to  the  doc- 
tor for  eleven  hundred  dollars,  and  after  the  proper  form  was 
gone  through  and  the  mon^y  paid,  lie  ordered  her  to  follow 
him,  and  retraced  his  steps  homeward. 
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As  oar  readers  niu,6t  have  recognized  already,  Elsy  was  no 
other  than  the  plate  who  was  left  at  New  Orleans  by  Mrs. 
Wentworth,  and  who  declared  that  she  would  follow  her  mis- 
tress into  the  Coni^derate  lines.  After  making  several  ineffect- 
ual attempts"  she  had  succeeded  in  reaching  Baton  Rouge,  the 
capital" of  Louisiana,  at  which  place  she  eluded  the  Federal  pick- 
.ets,  and  made  heV.way  to  Jackson.  The  first  part  of  her  jour 
ney  being  througft  the  country  she  passed  unnoticed,  until  on 
her  arrival  at  Jackson  she  was  stopped  by  the  police,  who  de- 
manded her  papers.  Not  having  any  she  was  confined  in  the 
county  jail,  and  after  due  notice  in  the  papers,  calling  for  the 
owner  to  come  and  take  her  away,  she  was  sold  at  auction  ac- 
cording to  law.  The  girl  was  very  much  grieved  at  her  failure 
to  find  her  mistress,  but  being  of  a  good  disposition  soon  be- 
came contented  with  her  lot.  Accordingly,  when  Br.  Humphries 
purchased  her,  she  followed  him  home  with  a  cheerful  step. 

Gn  entering  his  house  the  doctor  presented  the  negro  to 
Emma. 

"  Here,  Emma,"  he  observed,  "  is  a  girl  I  have  bought  for 
you  to-day." 

"Thank  fyou,"  she  answered,  looking  attElsy.  "This  is 
really  a  nice  looking  girl.  Who  did  you  buy  her  from  ?" 

"  She  says  she  is  from  New  Orleans.  Her  master  13  a  pris- 
oner in  the  hands  of  the  Yankees,  and  her  mistress  being  turned 
out  of  her  home  by  Butler,  is  now  somewhere  in  the  Confeder- 
acy, but  where,  the  girl  ca»not  tell.  When  hsr  mistress  left 
New  Orleans,  the  Yankees  would  not  permit  the  slave  to  leave 
with  her,  but  she  succeeded  ia  escaping  from  their  lines,  and 
came  to  Jackson,  where  she  was  arrested,  and  as  no  owner 
claimed  her,  she  was  sold  t/>  me  at  auction  this  morniiig  accord- 
ing to  law." 

"Then  we  will  not  be  doing  justice  to  the  owner' of  the  girl, 
if  we  keep  her  constantly.  Perhaps  her  mistress  is- some  poor 
soldier's  wife  who  would  be  glad  to  get  the  money  yes  have 
expended,  or  may  require  her  services." 

"I  have  thought  of  that  before  I  purchased  her,  but  -is  she 
seems  honest,  I  did  not  make  the  thought  prevent  me  from  gett- 
ing her.  I  have  also  made  up  my  mind  to  give  her  up  should 
her  owner  at  any  time  claim  her,  and  he  is  a  poor  man." 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  so  decided,"  Emily  replied,  "for  I  should 
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not  have  liked  the  idea.of  depriving  any  Confederate  soldier  of 
his  slave,  particularly  if  he  is  a  poor  mac.  And  now,"  she 
continued,  speaking  to  Elsy,  "do  yen  go  in  the  next  room  and 
wait  there  until  I  come  in.'  .  «,. 

Making  a  curtesy,  Elsy  left  the  parlor,  and  entered  the  room 
pointed  out  by  Emily,       ,    .,   '   |/>' 

"  I  have  some  news  lor  you,  Emily,"  remarked  the  Doctor  as 
soon  as  the  negro  had  left  the  room.  .,^4 

"  What  is  it*aboufc,"  .she  enquired. 

"  Something  that  will  interest  y#u  considerably,"  he  ans  wer- 
ed."  , 

"If  it  will  interest  me,  let  me  know  What  it  is,"  she  re- 
marked. . 

"I  have  received  a  telegraphic  dispatch  from  Harry,"  Dr. 
Humphries  replied.  -t»  -! 

"  Why,  how  could  lie  have  arrived  in  our  lines  ?"  she  en- 
quired, as  a  gmile  of  joy  illumined  her  features. 

'"Here  is  what  the  dispatch  says :"  "I  arrived  here  this 
morning,  having  escaped  from  prison.  Will  be  in  Jackson  oh 
to-morrow's  train.     Show  this  to  Emily." 

"I  am  so  glad,"  exclaimed  Emily  joyfully,  as  soon  as  her 
lather  had  concluded  reading  the  dispatch,  "for,"  she  continued, 
"I  was  beginning  to  be  afraid  that  our  unfortunate  prisoners  in 
the  hands  of  the  Yankees,  would  never  be  exchanged." 

"You  need  not  have  labored  under  any  such  fear,"  Dr.  Ilum- 
pnries  observed.  "  The  papers  of  this  morning  announce  that 
a  cartel  has  been  arranged,  and  the  prisoners  held  on  both  sides 
will  be  shortly  exchanged.-" 

"  Nevertheless  I  am  glad  that  Harry  has  made  his  escape, 
for  it  will  bring  him  to  us  sooner  than  we  anticipated.  Besides 
which,  it  is  gratifying  to  know  that  lie  had  no  occasion  to  wait 
for  an  exchange." 

'•That  is  very  true,"  replied  her  father,  "and  as  he  has  safely 
escaped,  you  c;.u  rejoice,  but  the  dangers. which  must  have  ne- 
cessarily presented  themselves  in  the  attempt;  were  of  such  a 
nature,  that  you  would  not  h.we  desired  him  to  make  the  effort 
had  you  known  them." 

"  lie  is  sai( ,  and  we  can  well  afford  to  laugh  at  them,"  she 
answered,  "all  I  hope  is  that  lie  may  never  be  taken  prisoner 
again." 
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"  I  do  nqt  believe  be  will  relish  the  idea,  much  less  the  real- 
ity of  sack  a  thiiag'  again  occurring,"  observed  Dr.  Humphries. 
"However,"  he  continued,  "he  will  be  here  to-mprrow,  and  the 
little  cloud  that  his  capture  had  sent  over  our  happiness,  will 
have  been  removed;  and  all  will"  again  be  bright." 

"As  he  concluded*  speaking,  a  servant  entered  with  a  letter 
containing  a  summons  to  attend  a  patient,  and  Dr.  Humphries 
kissing  his  daughter  once  more,  left  the  house. 


CHAPTER  FIFTEENTH. 

ARRIVAL   03  a  a  urn 

The  next  day  Emily  prepared  herself  to  welcome  the  retura 
of  her  lover,  while  Dr.  Humphries  proceeded  to  the  railroad 
depot  to  meet  him.  In  the  meantime,  we  will  give  our  readers 
a  brief  account  of  Harry's  escape. 

After  leaving  Chicago,  Harry  made  bis  way  through  the 
country  towards  the  Tennessee  rivei  His  journey  was  a  dan- 
gerous one,  for  the  people  of  Illinois  where  then  highly  elate  t 
at  the  successes  which  had  attended  the  Yankee  arm-,  and  tkc 
few  sympathisers  that  tin?  South  had  in  their  midst,  were  afraid 
to  express  their  sympathies.  TI  ,  luckily,  however,  .succeeded 
in  finding  oat  a  worthy'  genlkman,  who  not  only  befriended 
him,  but  furnished  the  necessary  means  for  his  ^jurney,  and 
procured  a  passport  for  him  to  visit  Nashville.  Prepared  for  a 
continuation  of  his  travel,  Harry,  who  had  been  staying  at  the 
residence  of  his  noble  hearted  host  for  three  days,  baele  him 
adieu,  and  started  on  his  way  to  Nashville.  On  arriving  at 
Frankfort,  Kentucky,  he  met  with  a  man  he  had  become  ac- 
quainted with  in  iVtississippj,  but  who,  on  account  of  his  strong 
Union  proclivities,  was  compelled  to  leave  the  South  at  the 
commencement  of  the  war.  This  creature  immediately  recog- 
nized Harry,  and  knowing  that  he  had  always  been  au  ardent 
Secessionist,  conjectured  that  he  was  either  a  soy,  or  an  escaped 
prisoner.  Harry  was  accordingly  arrested  and  carried  before 
the  military  authorities,  but  his  persistent  denial  of  any  know- 
ledge  of  t  lie  man  who  had  caused  his  arrest,  and   the    pa>spv,ut 
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he  had  received  from  the  generous  Hlinoisan,  induced  the    Yan- 
kee officer. by  whom  he  was  examined,  to  release  him,  and  per- 
mit his  departure  for  Nashville. 

Harry  had  many  hair  breadth  escapes  from  detection  and 
capture,  but  surmounting  all  the  dangers  whieh  beset-his  path, 
he  succeeded  in  reaching  the  Confederate  lines  in  safety,  aad 
immediately  started  for  Jackson.  But  one  thing  marred  the 
joy  he  experienced  at  his  daringly  won  freedom,  and  that  was 
his  ignorance  of  Alfred's  fate.  Had  not  the  love  of  freedom 
>.'een  too  strong  in  his  breast,  he  would  have  returned  aad  en  ■ 
deavored  to  find  his  friend,  but  the  success  of  his  escape,  and 
the  idea  that  Alfred  may  have  pursued  a  different  road,  deterr- 
ed him  from  so  doing.  He  determined,  however,  to  make  en- 
quiry on  his  return  to  Jackson,  whether  his  friend  had  arrived 
there,  he  having  ptomised  Harry  to  call  on  Dr.  Humphries  after 
they  should  arrive  in  the  Confederate  lines.  He  was  not. aware 
of  the  wound  his  friend  had  received,  for  though  the  Chicago 
papers  made  a  notice  of  the  attempted  escape,  and  wounding  of 
one  of  the  prisoners,  the  notice  was  never  seen  by  him,  as  he 
had  no  opportunity  of  getting  a  newspaper. 

On  arriving  at  Jackson,  the  evening  after  he  had  forwarded 
his  telegraphic  dispatch,  Harry  found  Dr.  Humphries  at  the 
depot  awaiting  his  arrival.  After  they  had  exchanged  hearty 
expressions  of  delight  at  meeting  each  other  again,  they  pro- 
ceeded to  the  house  where  Emma  was  anxiously  looking  out 
for  her  lover. 

The  customary  salutations  between  lovers  who  have  been  se- 
parated being  over,  Harry,  proceeded  to  give  an  account  of  his 
escape,  which  was  listened  to  with  great  interest  by  his 
hearers. 

"  By  the  way,1'  he  remarked,  as  soon  as  he  had  concluded, 
"has  a  soldier  giving  his  name  as  Wentworth,  and  claiming  to 
be  a  friend  of  mine,  called  here  within  the  last  ten  days." 

"No  one  ha-  called  here,  of  that  name,"  replied  Dr.  Hum- 
phries." 

"I  am  very  niv;in!.n  :  •;,  r  >;eive  some  intelligence  of  him,'''  re- 
marked H.iL-ry.  '••  I'.,'  •  .is  the  friend  I  mentioned,  having  made 
my  escape  with." 

"  He  may  have  taken  y  different  road  to  the  one  you  pur- 
sued," Dr.  Humphries  v-.se.-v.-31l. 
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"  If  I  wore  satisfied  in  my  mind  that  he  did  escape  safely, 
my  fears  would 'be  allayed,"  he  answered,  "but,"  he  continued, 
"we  left  the  gates  of  the  prison  together,  and  were  not  four 
yards  apart  when  the  treachery  of  the  guard  was  discovered. 
We  both  started  at  a  fail  run,  and  almost  instantaneously  the 
Yankees,  who  lay  in  ambush  for  us,  fired  their  muskets  in 
the  direction  we  were  going.  The  bullets  whistled  harmless 
by  roe,  and  I  continued  my  flight  at  the  top  of  my  speed,  nor 
did  I  discover  the  absence  of  my  friend  until  some  distance 
from  the  prison,  when  stopping  to  take  breath,  I  called  him  by 
nam^,  and  receiving  no  answer  found  out  that  he  was  not  "ith 
me.    I  am  afraid  he  might  have  been  shot." 

".Did  you  hear  no  cry  after  the  Yankees  had  iired,"  enquired 
Dr.  Humphries. 

"  No,  and  that  is  the  reason  I  feel  anxious  to  learn  his  fate. 
Had  he  uttered  any  cry,  I  should  be  certain  that  he  was  wound- 
ed, but  the  silence  on  his  part  may  have  been  caused  from  in- 
stant death." 

"  You  would  have  heard  him  fall  at  any  rate,  had  he  been 
struck  by  the  Yankee  bullets,"  remarked  Dr.  Humphries. 

"That  is  very  doubtful,"  he  replied.  "I  was  running  at  such 
a  rapid  rate,  and  the  uproar  made  by  the  Yankees  was  sufficient 
to  drown  the  sound  that  a  fall  is  likely  to  create." 

"I  really  trust  your  friend  is  safe,"  said  Dr.  Humphries. 
"Perhaps,  after  all,  he  did  not  make  any  attempt  to  escap>\  but 
surrendered  himself  to  the  Yankees." 

"There  is  not  the  slightest  chance  of  his  having  done  such 
a  thing,"  Harry  answered.  "He  was  determined  to  escape,  and 
had  told  me  that  he  would  rather  be  shot  than  be  re-captured, 
after  once  leaving  the  prison.  I  shall  never  case  to  regret  the 
misfortune  should  he  Lave  ial.eo  in  '~eir  attempt  to  escape.  His 
kindness  to  me  at  Fort  Donelson  had  canned  a  warm  friendship 
to  spring  up  between  us.  ]5osides  which,  ho  has  a  wife  and  two 
small  children  in  "Mew  Orleans,  who  were  the-sole  cause  of  his 
attempting  to  escape.  He  informed  me  that  they  were  not  in 
very  ^ood  circumstances,  and  should  Alfred  Wentworth  hav  s 
been  killed  at  Camp  Douglas,  (rod  help  his  poor  widow  eir! 
orphans !" 

"  Did  you  say  his  name   was  Alfred    Wentworth,1'   inquired 
Emma,  for  the  first  time  joining  in  the  conversation. 
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"  Yes,  and  do  you  know  anything  about  him  ?"  he  asked. 
,"  No,",  she  replied,  "I  kn<?w  nothing  of  the  gentleman,  but 
father  bought  a  slave  on  yesterday,  who  stated  that  she  has  be- 
longed to  a  gentleman  of  New  Orleans,  of  the  name  you  men- 
tioned just  now  "  ,s  ,.    -;,      ,,    ,",.    f-h|>i  <       *»  ''■**' 

"  By  what  means  did  you  purchase  her?"  asked  Harry  ad- 
dressing himself  to  I>r.  Humphries.   f  v,,      ,*  ,      '  *        .  *  ei 

The  Doctor  related  to  him  the  circumstances  which  occasioned 
the  purchase,  as  well  as  the  statement  of  Elsy.  Harry  listened 
attentively,  for  the  friendship  he  felt  for  his. friend  naturally 
made  him  interested  in' all  that  concerned  Alfred,:  or  his  family. 

u  Is  there  no  way  by  which  I  can  discover  where  Mrs.  Went- 
worth  is  residing  at  present  ?"  he  enquired,  after  a  moment  of 
thought. 

"None  that  I  coiud  devise,"  answered  Br.  Humphries.  "I 
know  nothing  of  the  family  personally,  nor  would  I  have  known 
anything  of  their  existence,  had  not  chance  carried  me  to  the 
auction  sale,  at  which  I  purchased  P^lsy."  „, 

"  Call  the  girl  here  for  me,"  Harry  said  ;  "I  must  learn  some- 
thing more  of  the  departure  of  Mrs.  Wentworth  and  her  child- 
ren from  New  Orleans,  and  endeavor  to  obtain  a  clue  to  lier 
■\  hereabouts.  It  is  a  <luty  I  owe  to  the  man  who  saved  my 
life,  that  o.-ernhiug  I  can  do  for  his  family  shall  be  performed." 

E.'Qiru;  kit  the  room  as  he  was  speaking,  rind  shortly  alter 
reft  med,.  followed  by  Iksy. 

"  Here  is  the  girl,"  she  said,  as  she  entered. 

"•So  you  .belong!-.]  to  Mr.  Wentworth  of  Xew  Orleans,  did 
yes  :""  Harry  e.etnueneeJ. 

"I  used  to  i .-(.long  to  hiin,"  replied  Kisy. 

u  What  made  Mrs.  Wentworth  leave  New  Orleans  :"  he  ask- 
el,  con1. inning  his  '"juesthms.         <- 

klisy  gave  a  long  account  of  the  villainy  of  Awtry,  in  the 
usual  style  adopted  by  negroes,  but  sufficiently  intelligible  for 
Harry  to  understand  the  cause  of  Mrs.  Wentworth  being  com- 
pelled t.t  rf'.-amlon  her  home,  and  take  refuge  in  the  Confederate 
lira's. 

"  kid  net  y  ■nr  !ak;i..ss  state  where  she  was  going,"  lie 
asked. 

"No,  sah,"  replied  Elsy.  "My  mistis  jest  told  me  good  bye 
when  she  left  wal  de  children.  I  promised  her  I  would  get  away 
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from  de  Yankees,  bat  she  forgot  to  tell  mewkr  she  was  gwine 

to  lib.;' 

"  Did  she  bring  out  plenty  of  money  with  her  ?"  he  enquired. 

"  Yes,  sah,"  Elsy  answered.  She  had  seen  the  sum  of  money 
possessed  by  Mrs.  Wentworth,  on  her  departure  from  New 
Orleans,  and  it  being  a  much  larger  amount  thanshehad  ever  be- 
held before,  made  the  faithful  girl  believe  that  her  mistress  had 
left  with  quite  a  fortune. 

<f  Very  well,  you  can  go  now,"  remarked  Harry.  "  It  is  a 
satisfaction,"  he  continued  as  Elsy  left  the  room,  "to  know  that 
Wentworth's  wife  is  well  provided  with  money,  although  it 
does  appear  stran  ore  that  she  should  have  a  plenty  of  funds, 
when  her  husband  informed  me,  while  hi  prison,  that^the  money 
he  left  her  with  could  not  maintain  his  wife  and  children  for  any 
great  length  of  time." 

"  She  may  have  been  furnished  with  money  by  some  friend, 
who  intending  to  remain  in  the  city,  had  no  use  for  Confeder- 
ate Treasury  notes,"  Dr.  Humphries  remarked. 

"^That  is  very  likely,  and  I  trust  it  is  so,"  observed  Harry - 
"However,"  he  continued,  "I  shall  take  steps  on  Monday  next, 
to  find  out  where  Mrs.  Wentworth  is  now  residing." 

On  Monday  the  following  advertisement  appeared  in  the 
evening  papers  : 

INFORMATION  WANTED. 

ANY  one  knowing  where  Mrs.  Eva  Wentworth  and  her  two  children 
reside,  will  be  liberally  rewarded,  by  addressing  the  undersigned  at 
this  place.  Mrs.  Wentworth  is  a  refugee  from  New  Orleans,  and  the  wife 
of  a  gallant  soldier,  now  a  prisoner  of  War. 

Jackson, 1862.  H.  SHACKLEFORD. 

It  was  too  late.  Extensively  published  as  it  was,  Mrs.  Went- 
worth never  saw  it.  Her  hardships  and  trials  had  increased 
ten-fold  ;  she  was  fast  drifting  before  the  storm,  with  breakers 
before,  threatening  to  wreck  and  sink  into  the  grave  the  wife 
and  children  of  Alfred  Wentworth. 
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CHAPTER  .SIXTEENTH. 

ff,   ME,    Et,PF.R    DflrANES    BIS    RF:\™ .— NOTICE    TO    QUIT.''' 

'J  •*  :'  _ 

The  money  received  by  Mrs.  Wenffworth  from*  Mr.  Swartz, 
proved  but  a  temporary  relief  for  her  children  and  herself.  A 
fatal  day  was  fast  arriving,  and  she  "knew  not  how  to  avert  the 
impending  storm.  By  a  great  deal  of  labor  and  deprivation 
she  had  heretofore  succeeded  in  paying  the  rent  of  the  room 
she  occupied,  although  Mr.  Elder  had  twice  advanced  the  priee. 
How  there  was  no  hope  of  her  being  able  to  obtain  a  sufficient 
buiq  of  money  to  meet  the  demand  of  that  gentleman,  who 
would  call  on  her  the  following  day  in  person,  did  she  not  call 
at  his  office  and  settle  for  at  least  one  month's,  rent  in  advance. 
The  month  for  which  she  had  paid  expired  in  thre§  days,  and 
she  was  apprehensive  of  being  turned  out,  unless  she  could  col- 
lect sufficient  money  to  pay  him.  She  knew  not  Where  to  find 
the  means.  The  room  was  stripped  bare  of  furniture  to  sup- 
ply the  calls  of  nature ;  nothing  but  a  matrass  in  one  corner  of 
the  apartment,  and  a  few  cooking  utensils  remained.  She  la- 
bored day  and  night,  to  procure  work,  but  all  her  efforts  were 
unavailing.  It  appeared  to  her  as  if  the  Almighty  had  forsak- 
in  herself  and  children,  and  had  left  them  to  perish  through 
vnnt. 

It xatmot  be  that 'God  wo  aid  place  Lis  image  on  earth,  and 
wdlingly  leave  them  to  perish  "rom  destitution.  Many  have 
'■■  en  Kiioivn  to  die  of  starvation,  and  the  tales  of  "wretchedness 
r.ud  woe  with  whieb  the  y'-ublic  oar  is  oben  filed  attest  the  fact. 
byaab.d  ibrws  and  threadbare  garment:-  are  seen,  alas!  too 
often  in  tLjs  civilised  world,  and  the  grave  of  the  pauper  is 
often  opened  to  receive  some  unhappy  mortal,  whose  life  had 
beeu  one  scene  of  suffering  and  want.  Philanthropy  shuddera 
and  Chi'jsibuut}'  believes  it  to  be  a  punishment,  administered  by 
the  hand  01  God  ;  that  the  haggard  cause  of  the  starved  creat- 
ure, who  has  thus  miserably  died,  once  contained  the  spirit  of 
a  mortal  undergoing  the  penalty  of  Him,  who  judges  mankind 
on  high,  and  expiating  through  his  heart-rending  bodily  agony, 
crimes  committed  in  by-gone  days. 

This  is  not  so  in  all  cases.     What  mercy  could  we  attribute  to 
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God,-did  he  willingly  entail  misery  upon  the  innocent,  or  pun- 
ish-theta  for  the  crimes -of  the  guilty-?  Why  call  it  a  dispen- 
sation of  Divine  justice,  that  would  condemn' to  weeks,  months 
and  years  of  wretchedness,  the  mortals  he  brought  in  the  world 
himself?  Who  hath  seen  the  hovel  of  the  pauper;  beheld  its 
wretched  inmates,  heard- -'their  tale  of  woe,  heard  them  tell  pi' 
days  passing  without  their  having  a  crumb  of  bread  to  satisfy 
the  cravings  of  hunger,  or  seen  them  in  that  last  stage  of  des- 
titution, when  hunger  brings  on  despair,  until  the  mind  wand- 
ers from  its  seat,  and  madness  takes  its  place ;  heard  the  rav- 
ing of  the  maniac,  hisTrenzed  call  for  bread,  and  his  abject  de- 
solation, until  death  came  kindly  to  relieve  his  sufferings,  and 
felt'  not  that  the  band  of  God  had  never  worked  so  much  ill 
for  his  people  ?  Is  it  profanity  to  say  that  the  eye  of  God  had 
wandered  from  them  ?  We  believe  it ;  for  the  Book  that  teaches 
ua;of  the  Almighty,  depicts  him  as  a  God  ol  mercy  and  com- 
passion. The  eye  of  the  Omnipotent  is  not  upon  the  wretch- 
ed. "He  seeth  all  things,"  but  there  are  times  when  His  eyes 
are  turned  from  those  who  endure  the'storm  of  a  cold  and 
heartless  world,  and  He  knows  not  of  their  suffering,  until  the 
Angel  of  Death  brings  their  spirit  before  the  Judgment  seat. 

God  had  not  deserted  the  soldier's  wife,  but  His  eyes  were 
turned  away,  and  He  saw  not  her  condition.  Thus  was  she  left 
unaided  by  the  hand  of  Providence.  She  felt  her  desolation, 
for  as  each  day  passed  by,  and  her  condition  became  worse, 
she  knew  that  her  prayers  were  unanswered.  They  reached 
not  the  ear  of  the  Ahuighty,  and  the  innocent  children  were 
:;!'i-  wed  to  participate  of  that  bitter  cup,  which  the  chances  of 
v/ordly  fortune  had  placed  before  the  unhappy  family, 

Three  days  sped  away  quickh\ ..  and  the  fatal  morning  ar- 
rived. She  had  no  money  to  pay  the  rent,  and  the  day  passed 
away  without  Mr.  Eider  receiving  a  visit  from  her.  She  dared 
not  to  tell  him  of  her  position,  but- a  waited  patiently  hi<  arrival 
on  the  following  day,  fur  she  well  i-:new  he  would  he  sure  t<< 
come. 

The  next  morning  saw  him  at  her  door,  muck  annoyed  at 
the  trouble  she  gave  him  to  call  and  collect  the  money.  Mrs. 
Wentworth  had  nothing  to  say,  nor  had  she  a  dollar  to  satisfy 
his  demands. 

"  Good  morning,  madam,"  he  said,  as  she  opened  the  door  to 
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admit  hira.  "I  was  much  surprised  at  your  not  calling  to,  pay 
the  rent  at  my  office  on  yesterday.  I  admire  punctuality  above 
everything  else." 

He  entered  the  room,  and  cast  his  eyes  on  its  empty  walls. 
They  did  not  satisfy  him,  for  the  absence  of  any  furniture  told 
the  tale  of  the  soldier's  wife  in  a  more  graphic  manner  than 
words  could  have  done. 

"  What  does  this  mean?"  he  enquired. 

"  It  means  that  necessity  has  compelled  a  mother  to  .sacrifice 
everything  to  keep  her  children  from  starving,"  Mrs,  Went- 
worth  replied. 

"  Humph,"  said  Mr.  Elder.  "  This  is  singular.  So  I  suppose," 
he  continued,  addressing  her,  "you  will  say  you  have  no  mosey 
to  pay  your  month's  rent  in  advance."  . 

"I  have  not  a  dollar  this  day  to  buy  bread,"  she  answered.: 
A  frown  gathered  on  Mr.  Elder's  brow,  as  he  remarked  :     "I 
suppose  you  recollect  the  arrangement  made  between  us  when 
you  first  hired  the  room  from  me." 

"  "What  arrangement  was  that  ?"  she  enquired  in  an  absent 
manner. 

"That  on  you  failing  to  pay  the  rent,  I  should  have  the  power 
to  resume  possession  of  the  room,  without  giving  you  notice 
to  leave." 

"  I  recollect,"  she  said. 

"Well,  in  accordance  with  o\;r  arrangements,  I  shall  require 
that  you  vacate  the  room  to-day,  as  I  can  procure  another  ten- 
ant, who  will  be  able  to  pay  the  rent  promptly. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  I  must  leave  to-day,"  she  asked. 

"  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  I  desire  to  have  the  room  renovated  at 


once." 


"  Where  can  I  go  to  without  money,  she  enquired,  in  a  tone 
more  like  as  if  she  was  addressing  herself  than  speaking  to 
him. 

"  I  really  cannot  tell  my  good  woman,"  he  answered,  "  I  am 
sorry  for  your  position,  but  cannot  afford  to  lose  the  rent  of 
my  room.  I  am  compelled  to  pay  my  taxes,  and  support  my- 
self by  the  money  I  receive  from  rent. 

"I  cannot  leave  to-day,"  Mrs.  Wentworth  cried  in  a  despair- 
ing tone.     "  I  cannot  leave  to-day     Oh,  sir  !  look  at  my   child 
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lying  on  that  wretched-bed,  and  tell  me,  if  you  can  have  the 
heart  to  tarn  me  ouV  homeless,  friendless  and  alone." 

"  My  good'  woman,"  he  answered.  "  I  cannot  help  yonr  mis- 
fortunes, nor  can  I  do  anything  to  assist  you.  If  you  can  pay 
the  rent,  I  have  no  objection  to  your  remaining,  but  if  you  can 
not,  1  will  be  compelled  to  get  another  tenant  who  will  be 
able." 

"Sir,"  she  remarked,  speaking  slowly.  "I  am  a  woman  with 
two  children,  alone  in  this  State.  My  husband  and  protector 
is  now  pining  in  a  Yankee  prison,  a  sacrifice  on  the  altar  of  his 
country.  Let  me  ask  you  as  a  man,  and  perhaps  a  father,  to 
pause  ere  you  turn  a  helpless  woman  from  the  shelter  of  your 
-.property.  You  appear  wealthy,  and  the  sum  charged  for  the 
rent  would  make  but  little  difference  to  you,  if  it  was  never 
paid.  Oh !  do  not  eject  us  from  this  room.  My  child  lies  there 
parched  with  fever,  and  to  remove  her  may  be  fatal." 

"  There  is  no  necessity  for  any  appeals  to  me,"  he  replied. 
"  If  I  were  to  give  way  to  such  extravagant  requests  in  your 
«case,  I  should  be  necessitated  to  do  so  in  others,  and  the  result 
would  be,  that  I  should  find  myself  sheltering  all  my  tenants, 
without  receiving  any  pay  for  house  rent.  The  idea  cannot  be 
entertained  for  a  moment." 

"Let  your  own  heart  speak,"  she  said,  "and  not  the  promptings 
of  worldly  thoughts.  All' those  who  rent  your  houses  are  not 
situated  as  I  am.  They  are  at  home  among  friends,  who  will 
aid  and  succor  them,  if  ever  necessity-  overtook  them.  I  am 
far  away  from  home  and  friends.  There  is  no  one  in  this  town 
that  I  can  call  upon  for  assistance,  and  even  now,  my  children 
are  without  food  for  want  of  funds  to  purchase  it.  Do  not  add 
to  my  wretchedness  by  depriving  them  of  shelter.  Let  me 
know  that  if  we  are  to  die  of  starvation,  a  roof,  at  least,  will 
cover  our  bodies." 

He  looked  at  her  with  unchanged  countenance.  Not  even 
the  movement  of  a  muscle,  denoted  that  his  heart  was  touched 
at  her  pathetic  appeal.  His  expression  was  .as  hard  and  cold  as 
adamantine,  nor  did  a  single  feeling  of  pity  move  him.  He  cared 
for  nothing  but  money  ;  she  could  not  give  him  what  he  wanted, 
and  no  sentiment  of  commiseration,  no  spark  of  charity,  no 
feeling  of  manly  regret  at  her  sufferings  entered  his  bosom. 
"  Be  charitable,"  she  continued.     "  I  have  prayed  night  after 
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night  to  God  to  relieve  my  necessities';  I  have  walked  the  town 
through'  arid  through  in-  the  effort  to  procure  work,  but  my 
prayers  have  been  ^unanswered,-  and  my  efforts  have  proven  un- 
availing. At  times  the  thought  of  the  mallstrom  of  woe  into 
which  I  am  plunged,  has-  well  nigh  driven  .me  to  madness.  My 
brain  has  seemed  on  fire,  and  the  shrieks  of  the  maniac  would 
have  been  heard  resounding  through  the  walls  of  this  room, 
but  my  children  would  come  before  me,  and  the  light  of  reason 
would  again  return.  But  for  their  sake  I  should  welcome  death 
as  a  precious  boon.'  •  Life  has  but  every  charm  for  me.  In  the 
pale  and  alternated  woman  before  you,  none  could  recognize  a 
once  happy  wife.  Oh,  sir !"  she  continued,  with  energy;  "be- 
lieve me  when  I  tell  you  that  for  ray  children's  sake  alone,  I 
now  appeal.  Hear  me,  and  look  with  pity  on  a  mother's  plead- 
ings. It  is  for  them  I  plead.  Were  I  alone,  no  word  of  suppli- 
cation would  you  hear. '  I  should  leave  here,  and  in  the  cold 
and  turbid  waters  of  Pearl  river,  find  the  rest  I  am  denied  on 
earth." 

"  This  is  a  very  unaccountable  thing  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Elder. 
"  You  make  an  agreement  to  leave  as  soon  as-  you  fail  to  pay 
your  rent,  and  now  that  that  hour  has  arrived,  instead  of  con- 
forming to  your  agreement,  I  am  beset  -\vith  a  long  supplication. 
My  good  woman,  this  effort  of  yours  to  induce  me  to  provide 
a  home  for  your  family  at  my  expense,  cannot  be  successful. 
You  have  no  claim  upon  my  charity,  and  those  who  have,  are 
sufficiently  numerous  already  without  my  desiring  to  nv;ke  any 
addition.  As  I  mentioned  before,  you  must  either  find  money 
to  pay  the  rent,  or  vacate  the  room.'' 

"  Give  me  time."  she  said,  speaking  with  an  effort ;  "give  me 
but  two  day.>,  and  I  will  endeavor  either  to  obtain  the  raonev. 
or  to  procure  somewhere  to  stay." 

Mr.  Elder  knit  his  brows  again  as  he  answered:  "T  cannot 
give  you  two  days,  for  I  intend  renting  the  room  by  to-mor- 
rov.  You  can,  however,  remain  here  until  this  evening,  at 
which  time  you  must  either  be  prepared  to  leave,  or  find  money 
to  pay  for  the  rent." 

"It  is  well,"    she  replied.     "I  will  do  as  you  say." 

"Then  you  may  expect  me  here  this  evening  at  dusk,"  he 
said,  and  turning  towards  the  door  left  the  room  muttering; 
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"when    will  I  ever  get  rid  of  this  c"i;ow.d  of  paupers,  who,  it  is 
always  my  luck  to  tent  rooms  to."'    :         ; 

"  God  of  Heaveh  aid  me  !":  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wentworth,  as. 
she  closed  the  door  in.  the  receding  form  of  Mr.  Elder,,  and  sank 
on'  her  knees  before- the  bed  on  which  Ella  lay  in  a  high  fever. 


CHAPTER  SEVENTEENTH. 


THE    EJECTMENT. 


Mrs!  Wentworth  knew  not  where  to  go  to  procure  money  to 
pay  the  rent,  and  when  she  asked. Mr.  Elder  to  give  her  time  to 
procure  either  the  means  of  paying  him,  or  to  procure  another 
place  to  stayr  she  did-sO  only  to  avert  the  threatened  ejectment 
for  a  brief  period.  Nor  did  she  know  where  to  procure  another 
shelter.  There  was  no  one  in  the  town  that  she  knew  from 
whom  she  could  have  obtained  a  room  to  rent,  unless  the  money 
was  paid  in  advance. 

After  Mr.  Elder's  departure,  she  fell  on  her  knees  arid  prayed 
for  help,  but  she  did  so'  only  from  habit,  not  with  the  belief  that 
an  Omnipotent  arm  *would  he  stretched  out  to  aid  her.  There 
she  knelt  and  prayed,  until  the  thought  of  her  sick  child  flashed 
across  herbrr.in,  and  rising,  she  stooped  ov^r  nud  enquired  how 
she  felt. 

"The  same  way,"  answered  Ella.  "  I  feel  very  hot,  and -my 
throat  is  quite  parched."- 

"'You  have  got  the  fever,  darling,"  -:;r' 1  Mr-.  Wentworth. — 
"Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  yon?" 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Ella,  "  except,"1  she  continued,  "  you 
could  get  me  somethiug  sweet  to  take  this  bitter  taste  from  my 
mouth." 

A  pang  shot  through  Mrs.  Wentworth's  heart  as  she  replied, 
"  I  cannot  get  anything  just  now..  You  must  wait  until  a  little 
later  in  the  day." 

She  spoke  sadly,  for  it  was  a  deception  that  she  was  practic- 
ing upon  her  child,  when  she  promised  .to  gratify  her  wishes  at 
a  later  hour. 
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"Never  mind,"  observed  Ella.  "Do  not  trouble  .yourself, 
my  dear  mother,  I  do  not  want  it  very  badly." 

The  little  girl  defined  the  cause  ot  her  mother's  notr  acceding 
to  her  request  at  that  moment,  and  she  had  no  desire  to  cause 
her  additional  pain,  by  again  asking  for  anything  to  moisten 
her  parched  lips,  or  remove  the  dry  and  bitter  taste  that  the 
fever  had  caused. 

Mrs.  Wentworth  had  at  last  found  out  that  Ella  was  sick. — 
Not  from  any  complaint  of  the  child,  for  the  little  girl  remain- 
ed suffering  in  silence,  and  never  hinted  that  she  was  unwell. — 
But  she  had  become  so  weak  that  one  morning,  on  endeavoring 
to  rise  from  the  bed,  she  fell  back. and  fainted  from  exhaustion, 
and  on  her  mother's  ^hafing  her  forehead  with  water  for  the 
purpose  of  reviving  her,  discovered  that  Ella  had  a  hot  fever. 
She  was  very  much  alarmed,  and  would  have  called  a  doctor, 
but  knowing  no  medical  man  who  would  attend  her  child  with- 
out remuneration,  she  was  necessitated  to  content  herself  with 
what  knowledge  she  had  of  sickness.  This  had  caused  the  mo- 
ney she  had  remaining  in  her,  possession  to  be  quickly  expended. 

The  little  girl  bore  her  illness  uncomplainingly,  and  although 
each  day  she  sunk  lower  and  felt  herself  getting  weaker,  she 
concealed  her  condition,  and  answered  her  mother's  questions 
cheerfully.  She  was  a  little  angel  that  God  had  sent  to  Mrs. 
Wentworth.  She  was  too  young  to  appreciate  the  extent  of 
her  mother's  'wretchedness,  but  she  saw  that  something  was 
wrong  and  kept  silent,  and  she  lay  there  that  day  sick.  There 
was  no  hope  for  the  cl^ld.  Death  had  marked  her  as  his  prey, 
and  nothing  could  stay  or  turn  away  his  ruthless  hand  from 
this  little  flower  of  earth.  Stern  fate  had  decreed  that  she 
should  die.  The  unalterable  sentence  had  been  registered  in 
the  book  of  Heaven,  and  an  angel  stood  at  her  bedside  ready  to 
take  her  to  God. 

The  day  passed  over  the  wretched  family.  Ella  lay  on  the 
bed  in  silence  .throughout,  what  appeared  to  her,  the  Ion**  and 
weary  hours  ;  the  little  boy  called  every  few  minutes  for  bread, 
and  as  his  infant  voice  uttered  the  call,  the  agony  of  Mrs>  Went- 
worth increased.  Thus  was  the  day  passed,  and  as  the  dusk  of 
evening  spread  its  mantle  over  the  town,  the  soldier's  wife  pre- 
pared to  receive  her  summons  for  ejectment.  She  was  not  kept 
waiting  long.     No  sooner  had  the  darkness  set  in,  than  Mr.  El- 
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der,  accompanied  by  anothe* *t*&}  Op^ed  tWfdoor  and  entered 
the  room.  .»-»•    "'  ''     '       '  '     . 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  have  you  succeeded  in  procuring  money 
to  pay  the. rent."    ">■■*''  * 

"  I  have  not,". Mrs.  Wentworfch  answered'.       '  *    , 

"I  suppose  you  "have  made  arrangements  to  go  somewhere 
else  then,"  he  remarked. 

"  No,"  she  replied. ''  "  My  child  has  been  ill  aU  day  long,  and 
I  was  compelled  to  remain  here  and  attend  to  her  wants." 

"That  is  very  unfortunate,"  Mr." Elder  remarked,  "for  this 
gentleman,"  pointing  to  the  stranger  who  accompanied  him, 
"has  made  arrangements  to  take  the  room,  and  will  move 
into  it  to-night."  .  •  ' 

"  Will  he  not  wait  until  the  morning,"  she  enquired. 

"i  do  not  know,"  he  replied.  "Will  you,"  he  asked,  speak- 
ing to  the  map,  "  be  willing  to  wait  until  to-morrow  before  you 
take  possession  ?" 

"Be  jabers!  I've  got  to  leave  my  owld  room  to-night,  and. 
if  I  cannot  git  this  I  must  take  another  that  I  can  get  in  town," 
answered  the  man,  who  was  a  rough  and  uneducated  son  of  the 
Emerald  Isle. 

"  That  settles  the  matter,  then,"  observed  Mr.  Elder.  "  You 
will  have  to  leave,"  he  continued,  addressing  Mrs.  Wentworth. 
"You  will  perceive  that  I -cannot  lose  a  tenant  through  your 
remaining  in  the  room  to-night." 

"  Och  !"  said  the  Irishman,  "if  the  lady  can't  lave  to-night, 
shure  an'  I  will  take  the  other  room,  for  be  jabers  I  wouldn't 
have 'a  woman  turned  out  of  doors  for  me." 

"  You  need  not  fear  about  that,  my  good  friend,"  remarked 
Mr.  Elder.     "  Does  the  room  suit  you?" 

"  Yes  !  It  does  well  enough  for  myself  and  my  children," 
was  the  answer. 

"  Then  you  can  consider  yourself  a  tenant  from  to-night," 
Mr. 'Elder  said.  "  Go  and  bring  your  things  here.  By  the  time 
you  return  I  shall  have  the  room  vacated  and  ready  for  you." 

•"  Jist  as  you  say,  yer  honor,"  replied  the  man,  'as  he  bowed 
himself  from  the  room, 

"And  now,  my  good  woman,"  remarked  Mr.  Elder,  "you 
will  perceive  the  necessity  of  removing  your  children  and 
whatever   articles  you  may  have  here  to  some  other  place  at 
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once.     I  oaanot  be  induced  to  grant  any  further  time,  and  lose 
tenants  by  the  operation," 

"  Great  God,  sir  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wentworth,  "  where  am 
I  to  go  to  ?  I  know  of  no  place  where  I  can  find  a  shelter  this 
night.     You  cannot,  must  not,  force  me  to  leave." 

"  I  trust  you  will  not  put  me  to  the  necessity  of  having  you 
ejected  by  force,"  remarked  Mr.  Elder.  "You. are  fully  aware 
that  by  the  arrangement  entered  into  between  us,  when  you 
first  rented  the  room,  that  I  am  doing  nothing  illegal  in  requir- 
ing you  to  leave.  You  will  save  me  both  trouble  and  pain  by 
doing  as  I  have  requested." 

"I  cannot,"  she  replied,  pressing  her  hands  to  her  forehead, 
and  then  bursting  into  tears  she  exclaimed  appealingly  :  "  For 
the  sake  of  God  have  pity,  sir  !  Let  not  your  heart  be  so  har- 
dened, but  turn  and  befriend  a  soldier's  wretched  wife.  There 
is  scarce  a  beast  but  contains  some  touch  of  feeling,  scarce  a 
heart  but  vibrates  in  some  degree,  and  beats  with  a  quicker  pul- 
sation at  the  sight  of  poverty  and  misery  Let  me  hope  that 
yours  contains  the  same  feeling,  and  beats  with  the  same  sorrow 
at  the  miserable  scene  before  you.  Look  around  you,  sir,  and 
see  the  destitution  of  rr.y  family;  go  to  the  side  of  that  lowly 
bed  and  press  your  hand  upon  the  burning  brow  of- my  child; 
call  that  little  boy  and  ask  him  how  long  he  has  been  without 
food,  look  at  a  wretched  mother's  tears,  and  let  a  gracious  God 
remove  the  hardness  from  your  heart,  and  drive  us  not  homeless 
from  this  roof.  Think  not  that  the  ragged  woman  who  now 
stands  before  you,  weeping  and  pleading,  would  have  thus  sup- 
plicated without  a  cause.  There  was  a  time  when  I  never 
dreamed  of  experiencing  such  suffering  and  hardships,  such 
bitter,  bitter  woe.  Oh '  sir,  let  pity  reign  dominant  in  your 
heart." 

9Hq  was  unmoved.  Why  should  he  care  for  the  misery  of 
strangers  r  Was  he  not  of  the  world  as  man  generally  finds 
it?  The  exceptions  to  the  rule  are  not  of  this  earth.  They 
occupy  a  place  in  the  celestial  realms,  for,  if  even  they  may 
have  committed  sins  in  early  life,  their  deeds  of  charity  blots 
out  the  record,  and  they  enter  Heaven  welcomed  by  the  hosts 
of  angels  who  dwell  there,  while  their  absence  from  this  creates 
a  void  not  easily  filled, 

Mr.  Elder  answered  hor  not  for  several  ?  imutes.     lie  stoo.l 


THE   TRIALS    OF   THE  '  SOLDIEfi's    WIFE.  7 1- 

ihere  with  his  arms,  folded,  silently  gazing  upon" the  thin'form 
of  Mrs.  Went  worth,  who,  with  clasped  hands  and  outstretched 
arms,  anxiously  awaited  his  decision.  But  he  gave  no  promise 
of  acquiescence,  no  hope  of  pity,  no  look  of  charity  in  his  fea- 
tures— they  looked  cohh  stern,  and  v.exed. 

There  she  stood  the  picture  of  grief,  awaiting  the  words  that 
would  either  give  her  hope  or  plunge  her  forever  into  the  fath- 
omless depths  of  despair.  The  eyes  of  the  soldier's,  wife  were 
turned  on  Mr.  Elder  with  a  sad  and  supplicating  look.  In  any 
other  fcut  the  cold,  calculating  creature  before  her,  their  look 
might?  have  moved  to  pity,  but  with  him  nothing  availed ;  not 
even  a  struggle  for  mastery  between  humanity  and  brutality 
could  be  seen,  and  as  she  gazed  upon  him  she  felt  that  there 
was  no  chance  of  her  wishes  being  gratified. 

Her  little  son  clung  to  her  dress  half  frightened  at  the  atti- 
tude of  his  mother,  and  the  stern  and  unforbidding  aspect  of 
Mr.  Elder.  Ella  strove  to  rise  while  her  mother  was  speaking, 
but  fell  back  on  her  bed  unable  to  perform  the  effort.  She  was, 
therefore,  content  to  be  there  and  listen  to  the  conversation  as 
it  occurred  between  Mr.  Elder  and  her  mother.  Her  little  heart 
was  also  tortured,  for  this  had  been  the  first  time  she  had  ever 
heard  suchpassionate  and  earnest  language  as  was  depicted  in 
Mrs.  Wentworth's  words. 

At  last  Mr.  Elder  spoke,  and  his  words  were  eagerly  listened 
to  by  Mrs.  Went  worth. 

"  This  annoys  mevery  much,"  he  said.     "  Your  importuni- 
ties are  very  disagreeable  to  me,   and  I  must  insist  that  they 
shall  cease.     As  I  told  you  before,  I  cannot  afford  to  lose  ten- 
ants in  an  unnecessary  act  of  liberality,  and  through  mistaken 
charity.     The  fact  is,"  he  continued  in  a  firm  and  decisive  tone, 
"  you  must  leave  this  room  to-night.     I  will  not  listen  to  any 
more  of  your  pleading.     Your  case  is   but  the  repetition  of 
many  others  who  fled  from  their  homes  "and  left  all  they  had, 
under  the  impression  that  the  people  of  other  States  would  be 
compelled  to  support  them.    eThis  is  a  mistaken  idea,  and  the 
sooner  its  error  is  made  known  the  better  it  will  be  for  the  peo- 
ple of  the  South,  whose  homes  are  in  the  hands  of  the  enemy." 
"  Then  you  are  determined  that  my  children  and  myself  shall 
be  turned  from  the  shelter  of  this  room  to-night,"  she  enquired, 
dropping  her  hands  by  her  side,  and  assuming  a  standing  atti- 
tude. 
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*' 
"  You  have  heard  what  I  have  already  6aid,  my  good  woman," 

he  replied. «  "  And  let  me  repeat,  that  I  will  listen  to  no  further 
supplications." 

"  I  shall  supplicate  to  you  no  more,"  she  answered.     "  I  see, 
alas  !  too  well,  that  I  might  sooner  expect  pity  from  the  hands 
of  an  uncivilized  Indian  than  charity  or  aid  from  you.     Nor 
will  I  give  you  any  trouble  to  forcibly  eject  me," 
"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  he  rejoined .    .    ^ 
"  Yes,"  she  continued,  without  noticing  h;s  words,  "  I  shall 
leave  of  my  own  accord,  and  there,"  she  said,  pointing  to  Ella, 
"lies  my  sick  child:     Should  exposure  on  this  night  cause  her 
death,  I  shall  let  you  know  of  it  that  you  may  have  some  sub- 
ject, accruing  from  your  heartless  conduct,  on  which  to  .ponder." 
Slowly  she  removed  all  the  .article:-  that  were  in  the  room, 
and  placed  theni  on  the  sidewalk.     TVm  :-*-,:.*■».  }.u+  few  things 
in  the  room,  and  her  task  was  soon  completed. 

"  Come,  darling,"  she  said  as  she  wrapped  up  Ella  in  a  cover- 
lid andlifted  the  child  in  her  arms,  "  come,  and  let  us  go." 
Mr.  Elder  still  stood  with  folded  arms  looking  on. 
"  Farewell,  sir,"  she  said,  turning  to  him,  "  you  have  driven 
a  soldier's  helpless  wife  and  children  from  the  roof  that  cover- 
ed them  into  the  open  streets,  with  none  other  than  skies  above 
as  a  covering.  May  God  pardon  vou  as  I  do,"  and  speaking  to 
the  little  boy  who  still  dung  to  her  dress,  she  replied,  "  Come, 
darling,  let  us  go.5' 

Go  where?  She  knew  not,  thought  not  where.  She  only 
isnew  that  she  was  now  homeless. 

The  clouds  looked  as  serene,  the  stars  twinkled  as  merrily  as 
ever,  and  the  moon  shed  as  bright  a  light  upon  the  form  of  the 
soldier's  wife,  as  she  walked  out  of  that  room,  a  wanderer  upon 
the  earth,  as  it  did  on  scene?  of  peace  and  happiness.  The  Ruler 
of  the  Universe  saw  not  the  desolate  mother  and  her  children  ; 
thus  there  was.  no  change  in  the  .firmament,  for  had  He  gazed 
upon  them  at  thai  moment,  a  black  cloud  would  have  been 
sent  to  obscure  the  earth,  and  darkness  would  have  taken  the 
place  of  light. 
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CHAPTER  EIGHTEENTH. 

THE   RESTING   PI/ACE. — AKOTHEE   VISIT  TO   MR.    6WARTZ. 

The  mother  and  her  child  walked  on  in  silence.  Mrs. 
Wentworth  knew  not  where  to  go.  From  her  heart  the  har- 
rowing cry  of  desolation  went  out,  and  mingled  with  the  even- 
ing air,  filling  it  with  the  sound  of  wretchedness^  until  it  ap- 
peared dull  and  stifling.  But  she  knew  not  this,  for  to  her  it 
had  never  appeared  pleasant.  For  weeks  past  her  cup  of  misery- 
had  been  filling,  and  as  each  drop  of  sorrow  entered  the  goblet 
of  her  life,  so  did  all  sense  of  what  was  happy  and  lovely  de- 
part from  her  heart.  She  was,  indeed,  a  breathing  figure  of  all 
that  could  be  conceived  miserable  and  unhappy.  The  flowers 
that  bloomed  in  the  Spring  time  of  her  happy  years,  had  wither- 
ed in  the  winter  of  her  wretched  weeks,  and  over  the  whole 
garden  of  her  life,  nothing  but  the  dead  and.  scentless  petals 
remained,  to  tell  of  what  was  once  a  paradise  of  affection — a 
blooming  image  of  Jove. 

As  she  walked  on  she  discovered  that  the  child  she  carried 
in  her  arms  had  fainted.  She  paused  not  for  consideration,  but 
observing  a  light  in  a  small  cabin  near  by,  she  hurriedly  bent 
her  steps  towards  it,  and  entered  through  the  half  opened  door 
It  was  the  home  of  an  aged  negro  woman,  and  who  looked  up 
much  surprised  at  the  intrusion. 

"Here,  auntie,"  Mrs.  Wentworth  said  hastily,  "givemesome 
water  quickly,  my  child  has  fainted." 

"Goodness,  gracious,  what  could  ha'  made  you  bring  dem 
children  to  dis  part  of  de  town  dis  time  o'  night,"  exclaimed 
the  old  negress,  as  she  hastened  to  do  the  bidding  of  Mrs. 
Wentworth,  who  had  already  placed  the  inanimate  body  of 
Ella  on  the  negro's  humble  bed. 

The  water  being  brought,  Mrs.  Wentworth  sprinkled  it.upon 
the  face  of  the  child,  but  without  avail.  Ella  still  remained 
motionless,  and  to  all  appearances  lifeless. 

"  Great  Heaven  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wentworth,  "  my  child 
cannot  be  dead  !" 

"  Top  a  bit,  mistis,  an'  1  will  fix  de  little  gal  for  you,"  said 
the  old  negro,  hobbling  to  the  bedside,  with  a  small  bottle  tilled 
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with  camphor  in  her  hand.  "Dis  stuff  will  bring  her  to.    Don't 
be  afeard,  she  ain't  dead." 

Pouring  out  some  of  the  stimulant  in  one  hand,  the  kind; 
hearted  old  woman  bathed  Ella's  face  with  it,  and  held  the  bottle 
to  her  nostrils,  until  a  sigh  from  the  child  showed  that  she  still 
lived.  After  a  few  seconds  she  opened  her  eyes,  andlooked  up 
to  her  mother,  who  was  bending  with,  anxious  countenance 
over  her.  , 

"  Dar  now,  said  the  old  negro  in  a  tone  of  satisfaction,  "did 
not  I  tell  you  dat  de  sweet  little  child  was  libbing." 

"Thank  you,  old  woman,  G-od  in  Heaven  bless  you !"  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Wentworth,  as  she  clasped  the  old  woman's  hand 
in  her  own. 

"  Berry  well,  berry  well,"  was  the  answer  ■  of  the  negro,  "you 
welcome  misses." 

There,  in  the  cabin  of  that  good  old  slave,  the  soldier's  wife 
heard  the  first  voice  of  kindness  that  had  greeted  her  ears  for 
months.  From  the  hands  of  a  servile  race  she  had  received  the 
first  act  of  charity,  and  in  a  land  like  this.  In  the  performance 
of  that  kindness,  the  old  slave  had  done  more  to  elevate  herself 
than  all  the  philanthropists  and  abolitionists  of  the  North  could 
have  done.  Could  the  cursed  race,  whose  war  upon  the  South 
have  seen  this  act,  they  would  have  conceded  to  her  people  the 
justice  of  their  right  to  slavery,  when  such  a  slave  as  this 
existed. 

"What- make  you  come  to  dis  part  ob  town  to-night,  missis," 
asked  the  negro,  after  a  few  moments  of  silence. 

"  Nothing,  nothing,  my  good  woman,"  replied  Mrs.  Went- 
worth hastily.  She  could  not  let  a  slave  know  of  her  trials  and 
misery.  , 

"Poh  ting.!"  ejaculated  the  old  womaa  in  a  compassionate 
tone,  but  too  low  for  Mrs.  Wentworth  to  hear  her.  "I  'spec 
her  husband  been  treatin'  her  bad,  Dem  men  behave  berry  bad 
sometime,"  and  with  a  sigh  she  resumed  her  silence. 

The  soldier's  wife  sat  by  the  bedside,  on.  one  of  the  rude 
chairs,  that  formed  a  portion  of  the  furniture,  and  remained 
plunged  in  thought.  A  deep  sleep  had  overtaken  Ella,  although 
her  breathing  was  heavy,  and  the  fever  raged  with  redoubled 
violence. 

"Mother  can't  I  get  something  to  eat  ?"  asked  her  little  son. 


THE   XR1ALS  -OF   THE'  SOLDIBE  S    WIFE.  I •'> 

His  words  woke,  his  mother  from  h&r  thoughts,  but  before  she 
could  reply,  the  old  negro  had  forestalled. 

"Is  it  some  ting  yau  want  to.  eat,.my  little  darling,"  she  en- 
quired, rising  from  her  seat,  and  going  to  a  little  cupboard  near 
.the  door  of  the  room. 

"Yes  granny,"  he  answered,  "I  am  quite  hungry. 
"  Bress  your  little  heart,"  she  remarked,  giving  him  a  large 
piece  of  bread.     "  Here  is  some  ting  to  eat." 

Taking  the  child  on  her  knees,  she  watched  him  until  he  had 
completed  eating  the  food,  when  patting  him  down,  she  opened 
a  trunk,  and  pulled  out  a  clean  white  sheet,  which  she  placed 
on  a  little  matrass  near  the  bed. 

"  Come  now,"  she  said,  "go  to  bed  now  like  a  good  boy.'" 
The  child  obeyed  her,,  and    was 'soon    enjoying   a  refreshing 
sleep. 

"  Where  will  you  sleep,  to-night,  •auntie,"  asked  jMrs.  Went- 
worth, who  had  been  a  silent  observer  of  the  old  woman's  pro- 
ceedings. 

"I  got  some  tiugs  'bout  here,  missic,  dat  will  do  for  a  bed," 
she  answered. 

"I  am  sorry  I  have  to  take  away  your,  bed  to-night,"  remark- 
ed Mrs.  Wentworth,  "but  I  hope  I  will  bo  able  to  pay  you  for 
your  kindness  some  time." 

"  Dat's  all  right,"  .replied  the-  old  negress,  and  spreading  a 
mass  of  different  articles  on  the  floor,  she  crept  in  among  them,' 
and  shortly  after  fell  asleep,  leaving  Mrs.  Wentworth  alone  with 
her  thoughts,  watching  over  the  sleeping  forms  of  her  children. 
The  nexc  morning  the  old  woman  woke  up  early,  and  light- 
ing fire,  made  a  frugal  but  amply  sufficient  breakfast,  which  she 
placed  before  her  uninvited  guests.  Mrs.  Wentworth  partook 
of  the  meal  but  slightly,  and  her  little  son  ate  heartily.  Ella 
being  still  asleep,  she  was  not  disturbed.  Shortly  after  the  meal 
was  over,  the  old  negro,  left  the  cabin,  saying  she  would  return 
some  time  during  the.  day. 

About  nine  o'clock,  Ella  woke,  and  feebly  called  her  mother. 
Mrs;  Wentworth  approached  the  bedside,  and  started  back 
much  shocked  at  the  appearance  of  her  child.  The  jaws  of  the 
little  girl  had  sunk,  her  eyes  were  dull  :ind  expre-ssiveless,  and 
her  breath  came  thick  and  heaviiv. 

"  What  do  you  wish  my  darling,  enquired  her  mother. 
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"■■I  feel  quite  sick,  mother,"  said  the  little  girl,  speaking  faint- 
ly and  with  great  difficulty.         •  * 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you?"  Mrs.  Wentworth  rskcd, 
her  lace  turning  as  pale  as  her  child's. 

"  I  cannot  breathe,"  she  answered,  :'  and  my  eves  feel  dim. 
What  can  be  the  matter  ?" 

"Nothing  much^  my  angei,"  replied  her  mother.  "You  have 
only  taken  a  cold  from  exposure  in  the  air  last  night.  Bear  up 
and  you  will  soon  get  well  again." 

"1  feel  so  different  now  from  what  I  did  before,"  she  i-e:. -is. di- 
ed.    "  Before  I  was.  so  hot,  and  now  I  feer  as  told  as  ice." 

Mrs.  Wentworth  put  her  hand  uprn  Ac  >'Ve  of  her  child.  It 
was  indeed  as  cold  as  ice,  and  alarmed  the  mother  exceedingly. 
She  knew  not  how  to  act ;  she  was  ?.{<_<!> »  in  the  _abin,  and  even 
had  the  old  negro  been  at  home,  she  had  no  money  to  purchase 
medicines  with.  She  was  determined,  however,  that  something 
should  be  done  for  her  child,  and  the  thought  of  again  appeal- 
ing to  Mr.  Swartz  for  assistance  came  into  her  mind. 

"Perhaps  he  will  loan  me  a  small  sum.  of  money  when  he 
learns  how  destitute  I  am,  and  that  my  child  is  very  ill,"  she 
said  musingly,  and  then  added  :  "At  any  rate  I  will  try  what' I 
can  do  with  him." 

Turning  to  Ella  Mrs.  Wentworth  sahl  :  "  Do  you  think  you 
could  remain  here  with  your  brother  until  my  return.  I  want 
to  go  out  and  get  something  for  you  to  take." 

"Yes,  mother,  but  do  not  be  long,"  she  replied.  "  I  will  try 
and  keep  brother  by  me  while  you  are  away." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Mrs.  Wentworth,  "  I  shall  make  haste  and 
return." 

Admouithhua;  her  little  son  liot  to  leave  the  room  during  her 
absence,  Mrs.  Wentworth  was  on  the  point  of  leaving  the  room 
when  Ella  called  to  her  :  "  Be  sure  to  come  back  soon,  mother," 
she  said.     "  I  want  you  back  early  particularly  " 

'•'  Why,-  my  darling  ?"  enquired  her  mother. 

"Why,  in  case  I  should  be  going  to — "  Here  her  voice  sunk 
to  a  whisper,  and  her  mother  failed  to  catch  what  she  said. 

"In  case  you  shoidd  be  going  to,  what?"  enquired,  Mrs. 
Wentworth. 

"Nothing,  mothc;,"  she  replied.  "  I  was  on  A  thinking,  but, 
m;iA  haste  and  come  back." 
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"I  will,"  her  mother  answered,  "1  will  come  back  immedi- 
ately." ,   "-•• 

Choking  the  sob  that  rose,  in  her  throat,  Mrs.  Wentworth 
left  the  room  and  proceeded  towards  Mr.  Swartz's  office.  Her 
visit  was  a  hopeless  one,  but  she  determined  to  make  the  trial. 
She  could  not  believe  that  the  heart  of  every  man  was  turned 
against  the  poor  and  helpless. 

What  a  world  is  this  we  live  in  !  We  view  with  calm  indif 
ference  the  downfall  of  our  fellow-mortals:  We  see  them  strug- 
gling in  the  billows  of  adversity,  and  as  our  proud  bark  of 
wealth  glides  swiftly  by,,  we  extend  no  helping  hand  to  the 
worn  swimmdr.  And  yet  we  can  look  upon  our  past  life  with 
complacency,  can  delight  to  recall  the  .hours  of  happiness  we 
have  past,  and  if  some  scene  of  penury  and  grief  is  recalled  to 
our  memory,  we  drive  away  the  thought  of  what  we  then  be- 
held and  sought  not  to  better. 

What  is  that  that  makes  man's  heart  cold  as .  the  mountain 
tops  of  Kamtschatka?  It  is  that  cursed  greed  for  gain: — that 
all  absorbing  ambition  for  fortune — that  warps  the  heart  and 
turns  to  adamant  all  those. attributes  of  gentleness  with  which 
God  has  made  us.  The  haggard  beggar  and  the  affluent  man 
of  the  world,  must  eventually  share  the  same  fate,  No  matter 
that  on  the  grave  of  the  first — "no.  storied  urn  records  who 
rests  below,"  while  on  the  grave  of  the  other,  we  find  in  sculp- 
tured marble  long  eulogies  of  those  who  rest  beneath,  telling 
us  "  not  what  he  was,  but  what  he  should  have  been."  Their 
end  is  the  same,  for  beneath  the  same  sod  they  "  sleep  the  last 
sleep  that  knows  no  waking,"  and  their  spirits  wing  their  flight 
to  the  same  eternal  realms,  thereto  be  judged  by  their  own 
merits,  and' not  by  the  station  they  occupied  below. 

If  there  are  men  in  this  world  who  cannot  be  changed  by 
wealth,  Swartz  was  not  of  the  number.  What  cared  he  for  the 
sighs,  of  the  desolate,  the  appeals  of  the  hungry,  or  the  tears  of 
the  helpless  ?  His  duty  was  but  to  fill  his  coffers  with  money, 
and  not  to  expend  it  in  aimless  deeds  of  charity.  He  looked 
upon  the  poor  just  as  we  would  look  upon  a  reptile — something 
to  be  shunned. 

It  was  indeed  i  wild  hallucination  that  induced  Mrs.  Went- 
worth to  bend  her  steps  towards  his  office.  Could  he  have  seen 
her  as  she  was  coming,  he  would  have  left  his   room,   for  the 
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sight  of  the  mendicant  filled  him  with  greater  horror  than  a' 
decree  of  God  declaring  that  the  end  of  the  world  had  come. 


CHAPTER   NINETEENTH. 

AN    ACT    OP    DESPAIR,- 

Mr?.  Wentwoeth  reached  the  store  of  Mr.  Swartz  and  en- 
tered. The  clerk  looked  at  her  in  astonishment.  She  was  un- 
recognizable. Her  dress  was  ragged  and  dirty  ;  the  hands  and 
face  that  once  rivalled  the  Parian  marble  in  whiteness,  were 
tanned  by  toil,  and  lay  shrivelled  and  dried.  Her  hair  was  dis- 
he-velled  and  gathered  up  in  an  uncomely  heap  on  the  back  of 
her  head.     She  looked  like  the  beggar,  she  had  become. 

"  Some  beggar,"  the  clerk  said,  in  a  contemptuous  tone,  as 
he  advanced  towards  her. 

"Is  Mr.  Swartz  in?"  enquired  Mrs. 'Wentworth  in  a  husky 
tone. 

"What  do  you  want  with  him'?"  he  demanded  in  a  gruff 
voice. 

"I  desire  to  see  him  privately,  for  a  few  moments,"  she  aus- 
wered. 

"  If  it  is  charily  y->a  have  tome  to  beg,  you  may  as  well  save 
yourself  the  trouble."  observed. the  clerk.  "This  house  don't 
undertake  to  support  all  the  beggar's 'in  Jackson." 

As  his  brutal  /words -fell'  on  her  ear,  a  spark  of  -womanly  disu- 
nity filled  her  breast,  and  her  eyes  kindled  wi;Ir  ir-dignatioa. 
She  ioolred  at  him  for  a  moment  sternly  and  silently,  until  Lc-j 
gaze  caused  him  to  turn  his  countenance  from  her,  abashed  at 
the  mute  rebuke  she  had  administered.  The  pride  of  by-gone 
days  had  returned,  with  the  unfeeling' remarks  of  the  clerk,  and 
Mrs.  "VVentworth  again  felt  all  the  bitterness  of  her  position. 

""I  did  not  say  I  was  an  applicant  for  charity,"  she  said  at 
last.     "  All  I  desire  to  know  is,  if  Mr.  Swartz  is  in." 

"  I  believe  he  is,"  replied  the  clerk.  "Do  you  wish  to  see 
him  ma'am." 

His  tone  was  more  respectful.  Even  poverty  can  command 
respect  at  times,  and  the  thread-bare  garment  be  looked  upon 
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with  as  much  difference  as  the  gorgeous-  silken  dress.     It  »was 
so  at  this  moment. '**■•'"     ''  "     f        *^         '    * 

"Yes,  I  desire  to  see  him,"  answered  Mrs.  Wentworth.  "Be 
kind  enough  to  inform  Mr.  Swartz  that  a  lady  has  called  tfpon 

him."'       «H*'»  *    '  'A^'a '.'.'it,   --H  e    ±  ....  .. 

As  she  used  the  worn  "lady,"  the  cler^efBratm'nis  eyebrows, 
and  a  smile  of  pity  stole  over  his" features!  Lady'!  Could  the 
miserable  looking  object,  who  stood  before  him  have  any  claim 
to  the  title.  Poor  woman!  She  knew  not  that  the'ouiward 
form  of  woman  is  the  only  redbghized;  title  to  the  term.  What 
though  the  mind  be  filled  with  the'loftiest  sentiment,  and  stored 
with  the  richest  lore  of  learning.  What  though  the  heart  be 
purer  thari  the  snoW  which  cover's  the  mountain  tops,'  can  they 
ever  claim  a  position  among  the  favorites  of  fortune,  when  ac- 
companied by  beggary?  PhiTanthrOpis*ts  and  philosophers  tell 
us  they  can,  .but  the  demon,-*  Prejudice,  has  erected  a  banner, 
which  can  never  be  pulled  down,  until  man  resumes  the  patri- 
archal life  of  centuries  ago,  and  society,  the  mockery  by  which 
we  claim  civilization  was  built  up,  is-  removed  from  the  earth, 
and  mankind  can  mingle  with  each  other  in  free  and  unrestrict- 
ed intercourse. 
}      That  day  will  never  corire. 

But  to  return  to  ourjstory.  The  clerk  looked  pityingly  at  Mrs. 
Wentworth  for  a  moment,  than  walked  to  the  door  of  Mr. 
Swartz' s  office,  and  knocked. 

The  door  was  opened.  ■'  *r 

"There  is  a  lady  here  who  wants  to  see  you  on  private  bu\i- 
"nc'S.-;,"  he  said  with  emphasis. 

"  Shust  tell  de  lady  I  will  see  her  in  a  few  minutes,"  replied 
the  voice  of  Mr.  Swartz,  from  the  interior  of  the  room. 

The  clerk  withdrew,  after  closing  the  door^  and  advance:  to 
where  Mrs.  Wentworth  was  standing. 

"Mr.  Swartz  will  see  you  in  a  few  moment3,  he  said." 

"  Go  back  for  me,  and  tell  him  my  busines.-:.  is  urgent,  and 
will  admit  of  no  delay,"  she  answered. 

Her  thoughts  were  of  the  little  girl,  who  lay  ill  on  the  bed  in 
the  negro's  cabin,  and  to  whom  she  had  promised  to  return 
quickly. 

The  clerk  withdrew,  and  announced  her  wishes  to  his  em- 
ployer. 
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.  "  Veil,"  said.  Mr.  Swartz.     "  TeU  her  to  come  in.." 

She  walked  up  to  the  door,  and  as  she  reached  the  threshold 
it  opened  and  Mr.  Elder  stood  before  her.  She  spoke  not  a 
word  as  he  started  from  surprise  at  her  unexpected  appearance. 
She- only  gazed  upon  him  for  awhile  with  a  calm  and  steady 
gaze.  Hastily  dropping  his  eyes  to  the  ground,  Mr.  Elder  re- 
covered his  usual  composure,  and  brushing  past  the  soldier's 
wife  left  the  store,  while  she  entered  the  office  where  Mr. 
Swartz  was. 

"  Cot  tain,"  he  muttered  as  she  entered.  "  I  shall  give  dat 
clerk  te  tevil  for  sending  dis  voman  to  me.  Sum  peggar  I  vill 
pet." 

"I  have  called  on  you  again,  Mr.  Swartz,"  Mrs.  Wentworth 
began. 

Mr.  Swartz  looked  at  her  as  if  trying  to  remember  where 
they  had  met  before,  bnt  he  failed  to  recognize  her  features. 

"I  don't  know  dat  you  vash  here  to  see  me  pefore,"  he  re- 
plied.- 

"You  do  not -recognise  me,"  she  remarked,  and  then  added: 
"  I  am  the  lady  Who  sold  her  last  piece  of  furniture  to  you  some 
time  ago." 

Ho  frowned  as  she  reminded  him  who  she  was,  for  he  then 
surmised  what  the  object  of.  her  visit  was. 

"  Oh !"  he  answered.  "  I  recollect  you  now,  and  vat  do  you 
vant?" 

"  I  have  come  upon  the  same  errand,"  she  replied.  "I  have 
come  once  more  to  ask  you  to  aid  me,  but  this  time  I  come  bar- 
ren of  anything  to'induce-you  to  comply  with  my  request.  No- 
thing but  the  generous  promptings  of  your  heart  can  I  hold  up 
before  you,  to  extend  the  charity  I  now  solicit." 

"You  have. come  here  to  peg  again,"  he  observed,  "but  I 
cannot  give  you  an)'thing.  Gootness  !  ven  vill  te  place  pe  rid 
of  all  te  peggars  *?" 

"  I  canaot  help  my  position,"  she  said.  "  A  cruel  fortune 
has  deprived  me  of  him  who  used  to  support  me,  and  I  am  now 
left  alone  with  my  children  to  eke  out  the  Wretched  existence 
of  a  pauper.  £ast  night  I  was  turned  out 'Of  my  room  by  the 
man  who  left  here  a  fcw  seconds  ago,  because  I  could  not  pay, 
my  rent.  One  of  my  children  was  sick,  but  he  cared  not  for 
that.     I  told  him  of  my  poverty,  and  he  turned  a  deaf  ear  to 
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wards  me.     I  was  forced  to  ;eav< 
worse  from  exposure  in  tlie  night  air." 

"  And  vot  have  I  cot  to  do  mit  all  dis,"  he  en.pun.':. 

"You  can  give  me  the  means  of  purchasing  medicine  for  v.iy 
sick  child,"  she  replied.  "  The  amount  thus  bestowed  cannot 
cause  you  any  inconvenience,  while  it  may  be  the  means  of  sav- 
ing lifo."" 

"Dis  never  vill  do,"  Mr.  Swart/,  said,  interrupting  her.  "My 
goot  woman,  you  must  go  to  somepody  else,  1  can't  give  away 
my  monish.'1 

"  You  have  got  a  plenty,"  sk.}  persisted,  "  you  are  rich.  Oh, 
aid  me  !  If  you  believe  there  is  a  God  above,  who  rewards  the 
charitable,  aid  me,  and  receive  the  heartfelt  blessings  of  a 
mother..  Twenty  dollars  will  be  enough  to  satisfy  my  present 
wants,  and  that  sum  will  make  but  little  difference  to  a  man  of 
your  wealth. 

"Mine  Cot!"  he  exclaimed,  "If  I  make  monish  I  work  for  it, 
and  don't  go  about  begging. 

"  I  know  that,  she  answered,  "and  it  is  to  the  rich  that  the 
poor  must  appeal  for  assistance.    This  has  made  me  come  to 
you  this.  day.     Let  my  desire  be  realized.     Aid  me  in   saving 
the  life  of  my  child  who  is  now  lying  ill,  and  destitute  of  medi 
cal  attendance." 

He  could  not  appreciate  her  appeal,  and  he  again  refused. 

"I  can't  give  you  any  ding,"  he  answered. 

"  There  is  a  virtue  which  shines  far  more  than  all  the?  gold 
you  possess,  replied  Mrs.  Wentworth.  It  is  in  man  what 
chastity  is  in  a  woman.  An  act  of  charity  ennobles  man  more 
than  all  the  fame  bestowed  upon  him  for  any  other  merit,  and 
his  reward  is  always  commensurate  with  his  works.  Let  this 
virtue  move  you.  The  ear  of  God  cannot  always  be  turned 
against  my  prayers  to  Him,  and  the  hour  must  surely  come, 
when  my  husband  will  be  released  from  prison,  and  be  enabled 
to  repay  any  kindness  you  may  show  his  wife  and  children.  Let 
me  have  the  money  I  have  asked  you  for."  "Oh,  sir  !"  she  con 
tinued,  falling  on  her  knees  before  him,  "believe  the  words  I 
speak  to  you,  and  save  my  child  from  the  hands  of  death.  But 
a  short  time  ago  I  left  her  gasping  for  breath,  with  cold  dropN 
of  perspiration  resting  on  her  brow,  perhaps  the  marks  of  ap- 
proaching dissolution.     She  is   very  ill,   and   can   only  recover 
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through  proper  treatment.  Place  it  in  my  power  to  call  a  phy- 
sician and  to  procure  medicines,  and  I  shall  never  cease  to  bless 
you." 

He  moved  uneasily  in  Lis  c:  air,  and  averted  his  head  iron: 
where  she  was  kneeling,  not  because  he  felt  touched  at  her  ap- 
peal, but  because  he  felt  annoyed  ;it  her  importuning -him  for 
money. 

"Here  my  voman,"  he  said  at  las:."'  '-Here  Is  von  tollarpil' 
dat  is  all  I  can  give  yen.." 

She  looked  at  the  note  in  his  ^tended  hand,  and  felt  ti-.  - 
mockery. 

"  It  "will  not  do,"  she  answered.  "Let  me  have  the  amount  ! 
have  asked  you  for.  You  oan  spare  it.  Do  not  be  hardened 
Recollect  it  is  to  provide  medicine  for  the  sick." 

"I  can't  do  it,"  he  replied.  "You  should  be  shankful  for  what 
you  get." 

His  motive  inoffering  her  the  dollar,  was  not  from  a  charita- 
ble feeling,  it  was  only  to  get  rid  of  a  beggar. 

"  Oh  God  !"  she  groaned,  rising  from  her  knees,  and  resting 
her  elbow  on  an  iron  safe  near  by.  "  Have  you  a  heart  ?"  she 
exclaimed  wildly,  "I  tell  you  my  child  is  ill,  perhaps  at  this 
moment  dying,  aid  me !  aid  me !  Do  not  turn  away  a  miserable 
mother  from  your  door  to  witness  her  child  die  through  desti- 
tution, when  it  is  in  your  power  to  relieve  its  sufferings,  and 
save  it,  so  that  it  may  live  to  be  a  blessing  and  solace  to  me.  If 
not  for  my  sake,  if"  not  for  the  sake  of  the  child,  let  me  appe:v. 
to  you  for  charity,  for  the  sake  of  him,  who  is  now.  imprisoned 
in  a  foreign  dungeon,  lie  ''oft  me  to  defend  you  iVom  the  eno- 
ray — loft  }■:  v'fo  and  cl  ildron  to  starve  and  suffer,  lor  the  pur- 
pose of  aiding  In  that  holy  cause  we  are  now  engaged  in  con- 
flict for.  For  h is  sake,  if  for  no  "Oer,  give  me  the  means  of 
savmg  my  cm  id. 

lie  did  not  repij'  to  her  passionate  words,  but  simply  rang  a 
bell  that  stood  on  the  table  before  which  be  was  seated.  His 
clerk  answered  the  summons. 

"If  you  vont  quit  mithout  my  making  you,"  he  observed  to 
Mrs.  Wentworth  in  a  brutal  tone,  "I  must  send  for  a  police 
officer  to  take  you  away.  Gootness,"  he  continued,  speaking  to 
himself,  "I  pelieve  te  voman  is  mat." 

"  Save  yourself  the  trouble,"  she  replied,  "I  will  leave.  I  am 
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not  yeL  mad,"  she  added.  ''But,  oh,  God  Lthe  hour  is  fast  ap- 
proach in  o-  when  madness  must  hold  possession  of  my  mind.  I 
go  to  my  child — my  poor  dying  child.     Oh,  Heaven,  help  me  !" 

As  she 'moved  her  hand  from  the  safe,  she  perceived  a  small 
package*  of  money  lying  on  it.  She  paused  and  looked  around. 
The  clerk  had  withdrawn  at  a  sign  from  Mr.  Swartz,  while  that 
gentleman  was  gazing  intently  at  the  open  pages  of  a  ledger, 
that  lay  before  him.  For  a  moment  she  hesitated  and  trembled 
from  head  to  foot,  while  the  warm  blood  rushed  to  her  cheeke, 
until  they  wore  a  deep  crimson  hue.  Swiftly  she  extended  her 
hand  towards  the  package,  and  grasped  it ;  in  another  instant 
it  was  concealed  in  her  dress,  and  the  act  of  despair  was  ac- 
complished. 

"  God  pity  me !"  she  exclaimed,  as  she  left  the  room  and  de- 
parted from  the  scene  of  her  involuntary  crime. 

Despair  had  induced  her  to  commit  a  theft,  but  no  angel  of 
God  is  purer  in  mind  than  was  the  Soldier's  Wife,  when  she  did 
so.  It  was  the  result  of  madness,  and  if  the  Recording  Angel 
witnessed  the  act,  he  recorded  not  the  transgression  against 
her,  for  it  was  a  sin  only  in  the  eyes  of  man  ;  above  it  was  the 
child  of  despair,  born  of  a  pure  and  innocent,  mind,  and  there 
is  no  punishment  for  such. 

'•Thank  God, I  have  the  means  of  saving  my  darling  child," 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Wentworth,  as  she  bent  her  steps  towards  a 
druggist's  store.  Entering  it,  she  purchased  a  few  articles  of 
modk-ine,  and  started  for  thrf  old  negro's  cabin,  intending  to 
seud  the  r-'d  woman  f'-r  a  physician,  as  soo::  as  she  -onld  reach 
there. 

Swiftly  she  sped  along  tuu  streets.  Many  passers  by  stopped 
and  looked  with  surprise  at  her  rapid  walking.  They  knew  not 
the  sorrows  of  the  Soldier's  Wife.  Many  there  were  who 
gazed  upon  her  threadbare  habiliments  and  haggard  features, 
who  could  never  surmise  that  the  light  of  joy  had  ceased  to 
burn  in  her  heart.  Their  life  had  been  one  long  dream  of  hap- 
piness, unmarred,  save  by  those  light  clouds  of  sorrow,  which 
at  times  flit  across  the  horrizon  of  man's  career,  [but  which  are 
swiftly  driven  away  by  the  sunshine  of  happiness,  or  dissipated 
by  the  gentle  winds  of  life's  joyous  summer. 

And  the  crowds  passed  her  in  silence  and  surprise,  but  she 
heeded  them  not.     Her  thoughts  were  of  the  angel  daughter 
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in  the  negro';-,  ioii'-ly  cabin.  Te-  her  she  carried  life ',  at  least 
she  thought  so,  bet  the  inevitable  will  of  Death  had  been  de- 
clared.    Ella  ,,ra^  dying    ' 

The  eye  of  Go'l  wa>.  still  turned  from  tiie  weihw  and  Ler 
children.  He  saw  them  not,  but  hio  Angels,  whose  duly  it  is 
to  chronicle  all  that  occurs  oa  earth,  looked  down  ee'that  bright 
autumn  day,  ar.d  a  tear  fell  from  the  ethernu  realms  \:i  which 
they  dweh,  and  re.ited  unbn  the  feoldier's  Wife. 

It  was  the  tear  of  pity,  not  ef  relief. 


•  CHAPTER  TWENTIENTH. 

Afteh  the  departure  of  Mrs.  Wentworth,  the  little  girl  lie 
still  upon  the  bed,  while  her  little  brother  played  about  the 
room.  Nearly  one  hour  elapsed  in  silence.  The  breath  of  the 
child  became  shorter  and  harder  drawn.  Her  little  face  became 
more  pinched,  while  the  cold  drops  of  perspiration  -e.-^  larger 
on  her  forehead.  Instinct  told  her  she  was  dyr-.g,  but  young 
as  she  was,  death  created  no  terrors  in  her  heart,  ^he  iay  there, 
anxious  for  her  mother's  return,  that  she  may  die  in  the  arms 
of  the  one  who  gar*  her  birth.  Death  seemed  to  her  hut  the 
advent  to  Heaven,  that  home  in  which  we  are  told  all  .s  good- 
ness and  happiness.  She  thought  herself  a::'  Angel  dwelling 
with  the  Maker,  and  in  her  childish  trustfulness  and  faith  al- 
most wished  herself  already  numbered  among  the  OVe-ubs  of 
Paradise, 

The  old  negro  returned  before  Mrs.  Wentworth.  a. id  walking 
to  the  bedside  of  the  child,  looked  at  her,  and  leeoge.r/vi  the 
impress  of  approaching  death,  She  felt  alarmed,  but  <:-ju.d  not 
remedy  the  evil.  Looking  at  the  child  sorrowfully  frr  a  mo- 
ment, she  turned  away, 

"Poh  chile,"  she  muttered  sadly,  "sue  is  dyin'  i-.no  and  her 
mammy  is  gene  out.     Da's  a  ting  to  take  place  in  my  roam. 

"  Granny,"  said  Ella  feebly. 

"What  do  you  want  my  darlin'  chile,  ans  -v  -  ed  the  old  woman, 
returning  to  the  bedside. 
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"See  it  mother  is  coming,'"'  she  requested.    r     , 

The  old  woman  walked  to  the  door,  and  looked  down  the 
treet.     There  was.no  sign  of  Mrs.  Wentworth.  „ 

"  No  missy,"  she  said  to  Ella,  "your  mammy  is  pot  coming 
et." 

"  Oh,  I  do  wish  sue  would  come,"'  remarked  the  little  girl. 

"  Lie  still,  darlin','"  the  old  woman  answered,  "Your  mammy 
,-ill  come  back,  directiy. 

The  child  lav  still  for  several  minutes,  but  her  mother  came 
lot,  and  she  felt  that  before  many  hours  she  would  cease  to 
ive. 

"  Look  again,  granny,  and  see  if  mother  Is  coming,"  she 
gain  requested,  and  in  a  fainter  tone,*' 

The  old  woman  looked  out  ome  more,  Out  stili  there  was  no 
ign  of  Mrs.  Wentworth. 

"  Xeber  mind,  darhu'  your  mammy  wlii  cum  directly,"  she 
aid,  and  then  added.  "Let  me  know  what  you ^  want  and  I 
all  git  it  for  you." 

"I  don't  want  anything,,  granny,"  Ella  answered,  and  re- 
named silent  for  a  moment,  when  she  continued  :  '•Qrauny  aint 

going  to  die  r" 

The  '.".-id  negro  looked  at  her  for  a  moment,  and  a  tear  stole 
lown  her  withered  features.  She  cor.ici  not  answer,  for  igno- 
ant  and  uneducated  a*  she  was,  the  signs  which  betoken  the 
>arting  of  the  soul  from  the' body,  were  too  apparent,  not  to. 
»e  easily  iecognized. 

"Poh  chile,"  she  muttered,  us  she  turned  her  head  and  brush- 
id  away  the  falling  tear. 

"  Answer  me,  granny,"  said  Eliu.  '"  I  am  not  afraid  to  die, 
Hit  I  would  like  to  bid  mother  good- Kyi.-,  before  I  went  to 
Heaven." 

"  Don't  tink  of  sieh  tii.g^  chile""'  obsei  vtd  the  old  woman. 
You  is  sick  now  only;  hoe  stil'.  ahd  yon  '<v  >»■  soon  see  your 
.notlier." 

The  tune  ;ved  swiiny,  but  to  the  tiyi ns_"  c'mld  it  seemed  an 
tge.  She  lay  there  ;  her  lift-  breath  ebbing  nnst,  waiting  for  he 
mother,  th"t  she  may  die  in  her  arms  Angels  filled  the  lowly 
sabin,  and  held  the-r  outstretched  arms  to  receive  the  spirit  of 
ft  sinless  babe,  as  soon  a-  it  would  l.;a\  <■.  the  mortal  clay  it  anb 


tf'3  TH2    TriA,i:0    07    THE    SOLDI  ;"iJ'tf     \VU':". 

rattle  in  the  child's  throat  tad  ahrn^i  commenced,  when  a 
hurried  footstep  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  Mrs  Wentworth, 
pale  and  tired  entered  the  room. 

The  hand  of  Death  was  stayed  for  awhile,  i\>r  '.he  presence 
of  the  mother  started  anew  the  arteries  of  life,  a;:d  the  blood 
once  more  rushed  to  the  checks  of 'the  dying.  K!ia  held  out 
her  arms  as  her'mother  approached  her,  with  some  medicine  in 
her  hand.  As  she  gazed  upon  her  child,  Mrs.  Wentworth 
started  back,  and  uttered  a  faint  exclamation  of  anguish.  She 
saw  the  worst  at  a  g]#.nce,  and  placing  aside  the  nieelicine,  she 
seized  her  child's  extended  hands,  and  bending  ever  her,  pressed 
her  darling  daughter  to  her  heart. 

"Here  aunty,"  she  said,  as  soon  as  she  had  relea-sed' Eha. 
"Here  is  some  money,  run  and  call  a  physician  at  or.ee." 

The  old  negro  took  the  money  and  moved  off. 

"Tell  him  to  come  instantly,"  she  called  out  after  the  negro. 
"It  is  a  matter  of  life  and  death,  and  there  is  no  time  to  lose." 

"  Too  late,  too  late  !  poor  people,  said  'he  old  woman,  as  die 
hurried  on  her  mission  of  mercy. 

It  was  too  late.  No  science  on  earth  could  sav?  E!Ja  from 
death,  and  none  on  high  save  the  Infinite  Power,  bat  He  knew 
not  of  it,  His  eyes  were  still  turned  a  ray  from  the  Soldier's 
Wife  and  her  children. 

Mrs.  Wentworth  remained  silent,  looking  at  her  child  as  she 
gasped  for  breath.  Of  -what  use  was  the  money  she  had  com- 
mitted a  crime  to  obtain  ?  Of  what  avail  were  her  supplications 
to  God  ?  It  were  thoughts  like  these  that  passed  rapidly  through 
her  mind,  as  she  speechlessly  gazed  at  the  fast  sinking  form  of 
her  child.     Ella  saw  her  agony,  and  tried  to  soothe  her  mother. 

"  Come  nearer  to  me,  mother,"  she  said.  "  Come  near  and 
speak  to  me."  Mrs.  Wentworth  drew  near  the  bedside,  and 
bent  her  face  to  the  child. 

"What  do  you  wish,  darling''3"  she.  a.d.,ei. 

"Mother,  lam  dying — I  am  goii:;4'  to  Heaven,"  EVr.i  said, 
speaking  with  an  .'.-flbrt. 

A  smothered  sol),  was  the  only  response  she  met  with. 

"  Don't  erv  mother,"  continued  the  cifdd.  '■  I  am  coma:  lo  3 
good  place,  and  do  not  feel  afraid  to  die." 

Shaking  off  her  half  maddened  feeling,  Mrs  Wentworth  re- 
plied. "Don't  speak  that  wnv\  darling.     You   ar e   not  going  to 
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die.  The  physician  will  soon  he  Lore,  and  he  will  give  you  some 
thing  which  will  get  you  better." 

Ella  smiled  faintly.  "  TTo,  mother,  I  cannot  get  better;  I 
know  I  am  going"  to  die.  Last  night,  while  sleeping,  an  angel 
told  me  in  my  dream,  that  I  would  sleep  with  God  to-night." 

"That  was  only  a  dream,  darling,"  Mi-.  Wentworth  replied, 
"you  will  get  well  and  live  along  time." 

As  she  spoke  the  old  negro  returned,  accompanied  by  a  phy- 
sician. He  was  one  of  these  old  fashioned  gentlemen,  who 
uever  concern  themselves  with  another's  business,  and  there- 
fore, he  did  not  enquire  the  caube  of  Mrs.  Wentworth,  and  her 
family  being  in  so  poor  a  dwelling.  His  business  was  to  at- 
tend the  sick,  for  which  he  expected  to  be  paid ;  not  that  he 
was  hard-hearted,  for,  to  the  contrary,  he  was  a  very  charitable 
and  generous  man,  but  he  expected  that  all  persons  who  requir- 
ed his  advice,  should  have  the  means  of  paying  for  the  same, 
or  go  to  the  public  hospital,  where  they  could  be  attended  to 
free  of  charge.  His  notions  were  on  a  par  with  those  of  man- 
kind in  general,  so  we  cannot  complain  of  him. 

Approaching  Ella,  he  took  her  hand  and  felt  the  pulse,  which 

was  then  feebly  beating.     A  significant  shake  of  the  head  told 

Mrs.  Wentworth  that  there  was  no  hope  for  her  child's  recovery. 

"Doctor,"  she  asked,  "will  my  daughter  recover  ?" 

"  Madam,"  he  replied,  "your  child  is  very,  very  ill,  in  fact,  I 

fear  she  has  not  many  hours  to  live." 

"  It  cannot  be,"  she  said.     "Do  not  tell  me  there  is  no  hope 
for  my  child." 

".I  cannot  deceive  you,  madara,"  he  replied,  "  the  child  has 
been  neglected  too  long  for  science  to  triumph  over  her  disease. 
When  did  you  first  call  in  a  medical  practitioner  ?"  he  added. 
"  Not  iintilyou  were  sent  for,"  she  answered. 
"Then  you  are  much  to  blame,  madam,"  he  observed  bluntly. 
"  Had  you  sent  for  a  physician  three  weeks  ago,  the  life  of 
your  child  would  have  been  saved,  but  your  criminal  neglect  to 
do  so,  has  sacrificed  her' life." 

Mrs.  Wentworth  did  not  reply  to  his  candid  remark?.  She 
did  not  tell  him  that  for  weeks  past  her  children  and  herself 
had  scarcely  been  able  to  find  bread  to  eat,  much  less  to  pay  a 
doctor's  bill.  She  did  not  tell  him  that  she  was  friendless  and 
unknown  ;  that  her  husband  had   been  taken   prisoner  while 
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struggling  for  his  country's  rights  ;  that  Mr.  Elder  had  turned 
herself  ami  her  children  from  a  shelter,  because  she  had  no 
money  to  pay  him  for  the  rent  of  the  town  ;  nor  did  she  tell 
him  that  the  fee  he  had  received,  -was  obtained  by  theft — was 
the  fruit  of  a'  transgression  of  God's  commandments. 

She  forgot  all  these.  The  reproach  of  the  physician  had 
fallen  like  a  thunderbolt  from  Heaven,  in  her  bosom.  Already 
in  her  heart  she  accused  herself  with  being  the  murderess  of 
her  child.  Already  she  imagined,  because  her  poverty. bad  pre- 
vented her  receiving  medical  advice,  that  the  accusing  A?tge) 
stood  ready  to  prefer  charges  against  her  for  another  and  a 
greater  crime,  than  any  she  had  ever  before  committed. 

"Dying  !  dying!"  she  uttered  at  last,  her  words  issuing  from 
her  Lips,  as  if  they  wore  mere  utterances  from  some  machine. 
'■  No  hope — no  hope  !" 

"  Accept  my  commiseration,  madam,"  observed  the  physician, 
placing  his  hat  on,  and  preparing  to  depart.  tv  Could  I  save 
year  child,  I  would  gladly  do  so,  but  there  is  no  hope.  She 
may  live  until  nightfall,,  but  even  that  is  doubtful." 

Bowing  to  Mrs.  Wentworth,  he  left  the  room,  in  ignorance 
of  the  agony  his  reproach  had  caused  her,  and  returned  to  his 
office      Dr.  Mallard  was  the  physician's  name.  They  met  again. 

E.i.ahad  listened  attentively 'to  the  physicians  words,  but  not 
the  slightest  emotion  was  manifested  by  her,  when  he  announ- 
ced that  she  was  dying.  She  listened  calmly,  and  as  the  doctor 
had  finished  informing  her  mother  of  the  hopelessness  of  her 
case,  the  little  pale  lips  moved  slowly,  and  the  prayer  that  had 
been  taught  her  when  all  was  joy  and  happiness,  was  silently 
breathed  by  the  dying  child. 

"Mother,"  she  said,  as  soon  as  Dr.  Mallard  had  left  the 
room.     "  Come  here  and  speak  to  me  before  I  die."' 

'■'  Ella!  Ella  !''  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wentworth  wildly.  "Did  yon 
not  hear  what  the  physician  --aid  ':'" 

tW  Yes,  mother,"  she  answered,  ''but  I  knew  it  before.  Do 
not.  look  so  sa  J.  come  and  speak  to  me,  and  let  me  tell  you  that 
I  am  not  afram  to  die." 

"Ella,  my  darling  child,"  continued  Mrs.  Wentworth  in  the 
same  t train.  -'Did  you  not  hear  the  physician  say  it  is  my  neg- 
lect that  has  caaseii  yea  to  he  dying  ;" 

'I  hear''  ''.'::"    naahe:.  (a:    .>.<:    u  a-    not    riela,"    she    revhoik 
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"Come  nearer,"  she  continue!.!  in.   an   earnest  tone.  "Sit  on  the 
bed  and  let  me  rest  my  head  0:1  your  lap." 

Seating  herself  on  the  Led,  Mrs.  Wentworth  lifted  the  body 
of  the  dying  child  in  her  anas,  find  pillowed  her  head  on  her 
breast.  The  old  negro  was  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
looking  on  quietly,  while  the  tears  poured  down  her  aged  cheeks. 
Mrs.  Wentworth's  little  yon  climbed  on  the  bed,  and  gazed  in 
Avonder  at  the  sad  aspect  of  bis  mother,  and  the  dying  features 
of  his  sister. 

"Mother,"  >v."d  the  chdu,  "I  am  going  to  Heaven,  say  a 
prayer  for  me."  She  essayed  to  pray,  but  could  not,  her  lips 
moved,  but  utterance, Avas  denied  to  her. 

"T  car, n 01  pray,  darling,"  she  replied,  "prayer  is  denied  to 
me." 

The  child  asked  no  more,  for  she  saw  her  mother's  inability 
to  comply  with  her  wishes. 

The  little  group  remained  in  the  same  position  until  the  set- 
ting sun  gleamed  through  the  window-,  and  shed  a  bright  ray 
across  the  bed.  Not  a  sound  was  heard,  save  the  ticking  of 
the  old  fashioned  clock  on  the  mantle  piece,  as  its  hands  slowly 
marked  the  fleeting  minutes.  The  eyes  of  the  dying  child  had 
been  closed  at  the  time,  but  as  the  sunlight  shot  across  her  face 
she  opened  them,  and  looked  up  into  her  mother's:  face. 

"  Open  the  window,  granny,"  she  said. 

The  old  woman  opened  it,  and  as  she  did  so,  the  round  red 
glare  of  the  sun  was-  revealed,  while  the  aroma,  of  thousands 
Avild  flowers  that  greAv  beneath  the  window,  entered  the  room, 
and  floated  its  perfume  on  the  autumn  air. 

"•  Mother,"  said  the  dying  child. 

Mrs.  Wentworth  looked  down  upon  her  child. 

"■  What  is  it  darling,",  she  asked. 

'•''  Let  brother  kiss  me,"  she  requester:. 

J  lor  little  brother  wan  lifted  up.  and  held  over  her  She  pres- 
sed a  soft  kiss  upon  his  lius. 

"■  <  4  rod-bye,  granny."  sh<:  said,  ho'iding  out  he?  hand  to  /the 
negro. 

The  old  woman  seized  it,  and  the  tears  fell  faster  or.  the  bed 
than  they  had  hitherto  done.  Her  humble  heart  was  touched 
at  the  simple,  yet  uaiearknj;  conduct  of  the  child. 

"  Mothov,    ko^   me,"   sho    ,o,nthno.o.  "Po   rot  K  <ouh"   she 
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added,  observing  he.-  mother's  mile  aa  1  -h -ay  countenance. 
u  I  am  going  to  a  world  whc-~  no  one  is  sick,  ami  no  ore  knows 
want." 

Stooping  over  her  dying  ckii.L,  2-1;-.t.  Y^'em  worth  complied 
with  Ella's  request,  and  pressed  her  brow  in  a  long  ami  earnest 
kiss.  She  had  not  spoken  a  word  from  the  time  her  chill  re- 
quested the  old  woman  to  open  the  win  do  v.  -,  1  r.t  dm  had  never 
tor  an  instant,  ceased  looking  on  th<;  features  of  h:-rdving 
daughter,  and  *i.e  sa^"  that  tk-  flm  was  fa-*-  £-:->th:?rin>  on  her 
eyes. 

After  h:r  mother  mid  kissed  cor,  hlda  vmamed  silent  for 
several  minnus,  t'.ci  suddenly  jtu'.ag,  .she  emiamied  "I 
3ee  them,  mother  I',  I  see  them  1  o;ee  the  Ange.s  coming  for 
me — Heaven — moth?; — Angels'"  Alright  smile  Id  her  teat- 
ures,  the  half-opened  eyes  lit  up  with  tue  last  dres  of  Hik  f'then 
as  they  faded  away,  her  limbs  related,  and  still  gadug  cr  her 
mother's  face,  the  breath  left  the  body. 

There  was  a  rush  as  of  wind  through  the  window,  bat  it 
was  the  Angels, who  were  bearing  the  child's  spirit  to  abkefhter 
aad  a  better  world. 
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As  soon  a*  the  breath  had  left  her  child's  body,  Mrs  TVknt- 
worth  removed  the  corpse  from  he"  lap  ani  laid  it  on  tie  bed  ; 
than  standing  aside  of  it,  gazed  up 'm  all  that  remain;" d  of  her 
little  daughter.  Not  a  tear,  not  a  s.gh,  r> -t  a  groan  denoted 
that  she  felt  any  gr',  ef  :t  !mr  bereefenmnt.  Except  a  nervous 
twitching  of  h?r  momdi,  her  featu-es  wore  a  cold  and  rigid  ap- 
pearance, and  her  eye  looked  dull  and  glassy  She  spoke  not 
a  word  to  those  around  her  who  yet  lived.  Her  httie  boy  was 
unnoticed,  no  other  reject  but  the  dead  bodv  appexr.-d  to  meet 

her  view 

There  are  moments  when  the  fountains  of  grief  become  dried 
oj>.  It  was  so  with  Mrs    "Wentworth      Tno  sight   of  her   dead 
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child's  lace— beautiful  in  death — for  it  wore  a  calm  and  placid 
exterior,  too  life-like  for  death,  too  rigid  for  life,  awoke  no 
emotion  in  her  bosom  ;  nor  did  the  knowledge  that  the  infant 
would  soon  be  placed  in  the  grave,  and  be  forever  hidden  from 
the  gaze  she  now  placed  on  it  so. steadfastly,  cause  a  single  tear 
drop  to  gather  in  her  eye,  nor  a  sigh  to  burst  from  her  pale 
and  firmly  closed  lips.  And  yet,  there  raged  within  her  breast 
a  volcano,  the  violence  of  whose  fire  would  soon  exhaust,  and 
leave  her  scarred  and  blasted  forever.  At  that  moment  it  kindled 
with  a  blaze,  that  scorched  her  heart,  but  she  felt  it  not.  Her 
whole  being  was  transformed  into  a  mass  of  ruin.  She  felt  not 
the  strain  on  the  tendrils  of  her  mind;  that  her  overwrought 
brain  was  swaying  between  madness  and  reason.  She  only 
saw  the  lifeless  lineaments  of  her  child — the  first  pledge  of  her 
wedded  affection — dead  before  her. 

It  came  to  her  like  a  wild  dream/a  mere  hallucination — an  im- 
agination of  a  distempered  mind.  She  could  not  believe  it. 
There,  on  that  lowly  bed,  her  child  to  die  !  It  was  something 
too  horrible  for  her  thoughts,  and  though  the  evidence  lay 
before  her,  in  all  its  solemn  grandeur,  there  was  something  to 
her  eye  so  unreal  and  impossible  in  its  silent  magnificence  that 
she  doubted  its  truthfulness. 

The  old  negro  saw  her  misery.     She  knew  that  the  waters 
which  run  with  a  mild  and  silent  surface,  are  often  possessed  of 
greater  depth,  than  those  which  rush  onward  with  a  mighty 
noise. 

"  Come  missis,"  she  said,  placing  her  hand  on  Mrs.  Went- 
worth's  shoulder.  "  De  Lord  will  be  done,  Nebber  mind,  He 
know  better  what  to  do  dan  we  do,  and  we  must  all  be  satisfy 
wid  his  works." 

Mrs.  Wentworth  looked  at  the  old  woman  for  a  moment,  and 
a  bitter  smile  swept  across  her  countenance.  What  were  words 
of  consolation  to  her  ?  They  sounded  like  a  mockery  in  Iier 
heart.  She  needed  them  not,  for  they  brought  not  to  life  again 
the  child  whose  spirit  had  winged  its  flight  to  eternity,  but  a 
.short  time  since. 

"Peace  old  woman,"  she  replied  calmly,  "you  knownc;  what 
you  say.  "That,"  she  continued,  pointing  to  the  body  of  Ella, 
"that  you  tell  me  not  to  mourn,  but  to  bend  to  the  will  of  God, 
Pshaw  t  I  mourn  it  not.  Better  for  the  child  to  die  than  lead  a 
beggar's  life  on  earth." 


~)2  -j'H'K    Till  ALU    OF    THE    .SOLDIERS    WJK'K. 

"  Shame,  Vtiame  missis,'1  observed  the' old  woman,  «Vwy  much 
shocked  at  .what  appeared  t<".  her  the  insensibility -of  Mrs.  Went- 
worth.   "Yo;,  rausn't  talk1  dat  way,  it  don't  do  any  good." 

"You  know  not.  >  what  I  mean,  auntie,"  ^I/ft  Went  worth 
answered  in  a  milder  :v>ne>.  -'Why  did  J  come  litre  V  Why  did 
1  brmg  ray  child  ill  and  dying  from  a  shelter.'  an+1  carry  her 
through  the-  night  air,  until  I  found  a  home  in  you'f  lonely  cabin? 
Do  you'know  why ?"''  she  continued  with  bitterness.  "It  was 
because  I  was  a  beggar,  and  could  not  nay  the  demands  of  the 
rich." 

"  iJoi;  <ady  !"  ejaculated  ihe  otd  woman.  "Whar  is  your  hus- 
band.1" 

kl  My  husband?"'  she  replied.  "Ah!  where,  is  he?  Oh,  God  !'' 
stie  continued  wildly.  •'  Where  is  he  now  while  his  child  lies 
dead  through  destitution,  and  his  wife  feels  the"  brand  of  the 
thief  imprinted  upon  her  forehead?  Why  is  he  not  here  to 
succor  the  infant  buy  who  yet  remains,  and  who  may  soon  fol- 
low his  sister?  Oh,  God!  Oh,  God!  that  he  should  be  far 
away,  and  I  be  here  gazing  on  the  dead  body  of  my  child — lead 
through  my  neglect  to  procure  her  proper  medical  attendance  :. 
dead  through  the  destitution  of  her  mother.'' 

''  Xebber  mind,  missis,"  observed  the  old  negro  soothingly, 
'''De  chile  is  gone  to  heaben,  whar  it  wont  suiter  any  more." 

"Peace!''''  exclaimed  Mr*,  Wentvvorth  passionately.  "Do 
;K-t,  talk  u>  me  of  Heaver:.  What  has  God  done  to  aid  me  in 
my  misery?  Has  he  not  suffered  me  to  feel  the  pangs  of  hun- 
ger, to  see  my  children  deprived  of  bread,  to  permit  me  to  stain 
my  whole  existence  with  a  crime  ?  The  child  is  gone  to  Heav- 
en. Aye!  there  her  smles»mess  and  innocence  might  give  her  a 
welcome,  and  she  may  be  happy,  but  the  blank  left  in  my  heart, 
the  darkness  of  my  mind,  the  cheerless  and  unpropitious  future 
;nat  unvaiis  itself  before  my  aching  eyes,  can  never  be  oblitera- 
ted until  1  am  laid  in  the  grave  beside  her,  and  my  spirit  has 
winged  its  ftight  to  the  home  where  she  now  dwells." 

Sae  spoke  slowly  and  earnestly,  but  her  words  were  of  des- 
pair not  of  grief.  Motioning  t<>  the  old  woman  that  she  desired 
no  further  conversation,  Mrs.  Wentworth  again  fixed  her  gaze 
upon  the  dead  features  oi'lmr  child.  Or:  them  she  looked,  until 
the  tablet  of  her  men. 01  y  contained  but  one  impress,  that  of 
her  daughter'?  iV.cc       Ah   re.-ard.-  ot   pa-..  vufferii!'_r.  a1.!  anxiety 
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tor  the  present,  all  prayer  for  the  futurr,  were  driven  away,  and 
a.£<^itar(y^'\ud  alone  the  image  of  the  'lead  child  filled  their  place, 
and  in  that'.  June  thought  was  concentrated  all  that  had  trans- 
spired  in  he<r-  life  /or  months  past.  It  va>  'die  last  remaining 
bulwark  tocher  tottering  mind,  and  though  ft  still  held, reason 
dominant,, the  foundation. of  sanity  had  been  shaken  to  sue)),  an 
extent  that, the  slightest  touch  and  the  fahric  would  fail  from 
its  throne  arrd  crimible  to.  dust  at  the  feet  of  madness.  But  this 
was  unknown  -to  God.  lie  who  knoweth  all  things  still  kept 
his  eyes  away  from  the  mother  and  her  children. 

"  Dead  !  deadj"  said  Mrs.  Wentworth,  swaying  her  body 
to  and  fro.-  "  My  angel  qhild  dead  !-  Oh,  God  !"  she  continued, 
passing  her  hand  acrpss  her  brow.  "That. I  should  live  to  see 
this  day,  that  this  hour  of  bereavement  should  ever  be  known 
tome.  Oh!  that  this  should  be  the  result  of  my  sufferings, 
that  this  should  be  the  only  reward  of  my  toils  and  prayers," 
"^The  blood  rushed  to  her  face,  and  her  whole  form  trembled 
with  an  uncontrollable  agitation  ;  her  bosom  heaved  with  emo- 
tion, and  the  beatings  of  her  heart  were  heard  as  plain  as  the 
click  of  the  clock  on  the  mantlepiece.  Stooping  over  the  dead 
body  she  clasped  it  in  her  arms,  and  pressed  the  bloodless  and 
inanimate  lips  in  a  fond  embrace.  It  was  the  promptings  of  a 
mothers  heart.  She  had  nursed  the  child  when  an  infant,  .and 
brad  seen  her  grow  up  as  beautiful  as  the  fairies  so  often  described 
by  the  writers  of  fiction.  She  had  looked  forward  for  the  day 
when  the  child  would  bloom  into  womanhood,  and  be  a  bless- 
ing and  a  comfort  in  her  old  age.  All  these  were  now  forever 
blighted.  Xot  even  the  presence  of  her  son  awoke  a  thought 
within  her  that  the  living  remained  to  claim  her  care  and  affec- 
tion, lie  was  but  a  link  in  the  chain  of  her  paternal  love,  and 
the  bonds  having  been  broken  she  looked  on  the  shattered  frag- 
ment and  sought  not  to  unite  what  yet  remained  in  an  unhurt 
state. 

When  she  rose  from  her  stooping  posture  her  race  had  re- 
sumed its  cold  and  ri^id  appearance.  Turning  to  the  old  negro 
who  was  looking  on  in  silent  wonder  and  grief,  she  enquired  in 
a  calm  tone:  "Have  you  any  of  the  money  left  *hat.  [  crave  yoi. 
this  morning  "?" 

"Yes,  missis,"  she  replied.     "I  got  some  .eft." 
"  How  much  is  it?"  asked  Mrs.  Wentworth. 
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"Twelve  dollars,'"  she  answered,  counting  the  notes  that  she' 
had  taken  from  her  pocket. 

"  Will  that  be  enough  to  pay  for  a  coffin  ibr  my  child  ?"  Mrs. 
Wentworth  enouired. 

"  I  don't  know,  but  I  r- pect  it  will  do,"  replied  the  old  negro. 

"  To  make  sure  that  it  will  be  enough,"  observed  Mrs.  Went- 
worth, "  here  is  some  more  money  to  pay  for  it."  As  she  spoke 
she  handed  several  notes  to  the  old  woman.  "  And  now,"  she- 
continued,  "  I  want  you  to  go  out  and  order  a  coffin,  as  I  want 
the  child  to  be  buried  to-morrow  morning." 

"  I  spec  I  better  get  de  parson  to  preach  over  de  poor  chile," 
remarked  the  old  woman,  who  was  a  strict  member  of  the 
church,  and  very  superstitious  in  relation  »,o  the  evils  that  would 
accrue  from  a  departure  from  all  that  is  laid  down  in  religious 
tenets. 

"Yes,  yes!"  Mrs.  Wentworth  replied.  "But there  is  no  ne- 
cessity of  going  for  him  this  evening,  wait  until  early  in  the 
morning,  that  time  will  do  well  enough." 

The  old  woman  curtsied  and  moved  out  of  the  room.  Arriv- 
ing in  town  she  entered  an  undertaker's  shop  and  enquired  if 
he  could  famish  a  coffin  by  the  next  morning.  On  his  answer- 
ing in  the  affirmative  she  paid  him  twenty  dollars,  the'amount 
charged,  and  haK.er.ed  back  to  her  cabin.  The  interest  mani- 
fested by  this  o'd  woman,  was  that  usually  shown  to  all  persons- 
in  distress  by  the  faithful  slave  of  the  South.  She  had  not  even 
learned  Mrs,  Went  worth's  '-nine,  but  the  sight  of  her  sad  and  hag- 
gar,]  featu/es,  as  v/ell  a,?  the  dor^h  of  E!l",  had  awaken  a  feeling 
'•!*  symp  st'-y  f,'"  the  ■an'brtvmate.  family;  thus  we  see  her  obey 
ing  the  orders  of  her  accidental  guests,  Mithout  making  any 
objection1-..     But  to  return  to  the  dead. 

As  soon  as  Mrs.  Wentworth  was  left  alone,  her  luce  assumed 
ias  naturai  appearance,  and  the  rigid  expression  it  had  hitherto 
wo>'n  was  dispelled.  Opening  a  bundle  she  had  brought  from, 
her  room,  she  took  out  a  white  dress.  It  was  one  of  the  few 
remaining  articles  of  clothing  she  possessed,  and  had  only  been 
saved  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  the  little  Ella.  It  was  her 
bridal  robe;  in  that  she  had  walked  up  to  the  altar  and  plight- 
ed her  troth  to  the  loved  husband  who  was  now  a  prisoner  and 
far  away.  The  first  and  last  time  she  had  worn  it  was  on  that 
day,  and  as  she  gazed  on  it  the  memory  of  the  past  rushed  upon 


THE   TRIALS    OP   THE    SOLDIER  S   WIFE.  9xf 

her.     She  thought  of  the  hour  when,  as  a  blushing  bride,  she 
leaned  on  the  proud  form  of  her  lover,  as  they  walked  together 
in  the  sacred  edifice  to  register  those  vows  that  bound  them  in 
an  indissoluble  tie,  and  unite  their  hearts  in  a  stronger  and  ho- 
lier love  than  their  lover's  vows  had  done.     Then  she  knew  not 
what  sorrow  was.     Fo  gift,  of  futurity  had  disclosed  to  her  the 
wretchedness  and  penury  that  after  years  had  prepared  for  her. 
No,  then  ad  was  joy  and  happines.     As  she  stood  by  the  side 
of  her  lover  her  maiden  face  suffused  with  blushes,  and  her  pal- 
pitating heart  filled  with  mingled  felicity  and  anxiety  as  she 
looked  down  on  the  bridal  dress  that  covered  her  form.     No 
thought,  no  dream,  not  even  a  fear  of  what  after  years  would 
bring  to  her,  stirred  the  fountain  of  fear  and  caused  her  a  sin- 
gle pang.     And  now — but  why  trouble  the  reader  with  any 
further  remarks  of  the  past?     That  is  gone  and  forever.     We 
have  seen  her  tread  the  paths,  in  which  all  that  is  dismal  and 
wretched  abides ;  we  have  seen  herself  and  her  children  lead 
a  life,  the  very  thought  of  which  should   cause   us  to  pray  it 
may  never  be  our  lot.     Words  can  avail  but  little.     They  only 
fill  the  brain  with  gladness  for  awhile  to  turn  to  horror  after- 
wards.    We  have  but  to  write  of  the  present.     In  it  we  find 
misery  enough,  we  find  sorrow  and  wretchedness,  without  the 
hand  of  compassion  being  held  forth  to  help  the  miserable  from 
the  deep  and  fearful  gulf  with  which  penury  and  want  abound. 

The  wedding  dress  was  soiled  and  crumpled;  the  bunches  of 
oraage  blossoms  with  which  it  was  adorned,  lay  crushed  upon 
its  folds — a  fit  appearance  for  the  heart  of  the  owner. — It  look- 
ed like  a  rolls  of  gradeur  shining  in  the  midst  of  poverty,  raid  as 
it.->  once  gaudy  folds  rr  -tel  against  the  counterpane  in  the 
bed,  the  manifest  difference  of  the  two  apt  -:.T,red  striking  and 
smniacant. 

For  a  moment  hlrs.  Wentworiu  gaaed  upon  this  last  mo- 
men  to  of  long  past  happiness,  and  a  spasm  of  grief  contracted 
i'.cr  features.  It  passed  away,  however,  in  an  instant,  and  she 
laid  the  dress  across  the  dead  body  of  her  child.  Drawing  a 
chair  to  the  bedside,  she  took  from  her  pocket  a  spool  of  thread, 
some  needles  and  her  scissors.  Selecting  one  of  the  needles, 
she  thread  it,  and  pinning  it  in  the  body  of  her  dress,  removed 
the  wedding  gown  from  the  body  of  her  child,  and  prepared  to 
make  a  shroud  of  it.     Rapidly  she  worked  at  her  task,  and  be- 
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fore  darkness  had  set  in,  the  burial  garment  was  completed,  and 
the  body  of  Ella  was  enclosed  in  the  last  robe  she  -would  wear 
on  earth. 

The  body  of  the  dead  child  looked  beautiful.  The  snowy 
folds  of  the  dress  were  looped  "P  with  the  orange  blossoms 
which  Mrs.  Wentworth  had  restored  to  their  natural  beauty. 
On  her  cold,  yet  lovely  brow,  a  wreath  of  the  same  iiowers 
was  placed,  while  in  her  hand  was  placed  a  tiny  ircry  cross, 
that  Ella  had  worn  around  her  neck  while  living;.  The  trans- 
formation  was  complete.  The  dress  of  the  young  and  blooming 
bride  had  become  the  habiliments  of  the  dead  child,  and  the 
orange  blossoms  that  rested  on  its  folds  and  on  the  brow  of 
Ella,  were  not  more  emblematical  for  the  dead  than  they  had  been 
for  the  living. 

"  Oh !  how  pretty  sister  looks,"  exclaimed  the  little  boy,  who 
could  not  comprehend  why  the  dead  body  lie  so  motionless  and 
stiff.  "Wake  her  up,  mother,"  he  continued,  "she  looks  so 
pretty  that  I  want  her  to  stand  up  and  see  herself." 

Mrs.  Wentworth  smiled  sorrowfully  at  her  son's  remarks,  but 
she  did  not  remove  her  features  from  the  dead.  The  saint-like 
expression  of  her  child,  and  the  placid  and  beautiful  face  that 
lay  before  her  devoid  of  animation,  had  awoke  the  benumbed 
feelings  of  affection  within,  hei\  A  bright  light  dashed  across 
her  brain,  and  the  long  pent  up  tears,  were  about  to  iiow,  when 
the  door  was  widely  opened,  aa<i  a  dark  shadow  f-prcsd  itself 
over  the  body  of  Ella.  Checking  her  emotion,  Mrs.  Wentworth 
looked  around  and  beheld  tkeh_;ure  of  Mr.  Hwart.:,  accMj.paied 
by  tv\  o  police  officers. 

Shu  spoke  not  a  word  at  iirst,  for  in  an  instant  ch..-  oaj:-e  of 
his  visit  was  known.  One  look  she  gave  him,  which  simk  into 
the  inmost  depths  of  his  soui ;  then  turning  to  the  dend  child, 
she  slowly  extended  her  hand  and  pointed  to  it. 

"There,"  she  said  at  last.     "Look  there,"  and  her  i'lee  ag;iin 
wore  its  former  colorless  and  rigid  aspect, 
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rirpftisoifJiENT  of;  the  soiiriiBR's  "wipe. 

*,-:'  We  must  now  take  a  glance' back  at  the'time  that  Mrs.,  Weiit- 
jj'wbrth  committed  her  act  of  despair  in  taking  the  ..package  'of 
;<Jta.oney  from  the  safe.     Mr.' Swartz,  as  we  stated,  was  then  gaz-- 
nng  intently  at  the  open  pages  of  his  ledger,'  and,  in  her  leaving 
the-rooni  hurriedly,  did  hot  take  any  other  notice  of  her,  than 
jhere  glance.     He  then  resumed  his  calculations,  nor.did  he  rise 
fr/om  his  seat  for  nearly three  hours  afterwards,  so  intent  was 
hVohthe  books  before  him.     Rising  up,  at  last,,  he  walked  to' 
the  safe,  and  observing  that- the  package  of  money 'was  gone, 
called-out  to  his  clerk,  who  quickly" answered  the  summons. and 
entered  the  room.  ■'..-•    .;.-,: 

.  *  "  Vere  is  dat  package  of  money  I  had  on  de  safe  dis  morn- 
ing ?"„he  enquired,  as  soon  as  the.  clerk,  had  entered. 
•  "I  have  not  seen  anything  of  it*   since  I  gave  it  into  your 
.  hands  this  morning  at  nine  o'clock,"  the  clerk  replied. 

""Veli,'  I  put  it  on  top  of  dis  safe,"  observed  Mr.  Swarts, 
'  *'an  1  I  iorgot  to  lock  it  up,  v en  Mr.  Elder  came  in,  and  kept 
me  talking  nearly  two  hours,  den  de  beggar  came  in  and  re- 
mained for  h  long 'time.  After  dat  I'  vas  busy  mit  the  ledger, 
and  didn't  think  of  it" 

.>"  Perhaps  you  have  placed  it  somewhere  else,  and  cannot  re- 
collect where,"  remarked'  the  clerk,  who  was  apprehensive  that 
Mr.  Swarte  would  charge  him  with  having  stolen  the  money. 

"  No,  I  didn't;t'  answered  Mr.  Swartz,  "De  monish  vas  put 
down  on  de  top  df  the  safe,  for  I  remember  putting  it  down 
here  myself,"  he  added,  pointing  to  the  spot  where  the  money 
bad  been.  -        .   " 

"  You  had  better  search  about  before  you  make  pertain  of 
that,"  said  the  clerk.  "See  if  it  is  not  in  your  pocket  you  may 
have  placed, it  there,  and  at  the  game  time  believe  hat  you 
placed  it  on  your. safe." 

"Mine  Cot!"  answered  Mr.  Swartz,  "I  tell  you  I  put  the 
package  on  de  safe.  See^hefe,"he  continued,  searching  his 
pockets,  and  emptying  them  of  whatever  they,  contained.  "Don't 
you  see  dat  de  monish  is  not  in  my  pockets.     It  vas  on  de  safe 
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xuil;.;.unless  somebody  removed  it,  it  never  could  have  gone- 
away."'    ,;■;,.  .,;.. '    '  ,       '_     v  ■    ,,:.;'■'"'•  •"'$ 

.;  ''You  should  be  certain,  sir,  before  you  insist  that  you  placed 
it.  on  tn"e  safej"  remarked  the  clerk.  ?Xook  in  the  draw  of  your' 
deskjit  'may'  have  been  placed  there  as  well  as  any  other  -placed 
.With  a'gesture  of  impatience  Mr.  Swartz  opened  the  drawj 
.ere  of  the  desk,  and  removing  everything  they  contained  search- 
ed-carefully  among  the  large  number  of  papers  for  the  missing 
package.  It  was-nQt  there,  however,  and  turning  to  the  clerk 
:■  who  Was  Standing  near&y,  he  pointed  to.  the  table  to  indicate 
"the. fact  of  its  absence'among  the  papers. he'  had  taken  from  the 
•drawers;  -r 

"  I  told  you  it  vash  not  tere,"  he  remarked.  "Somebody  has 
taken  te  monish,  and,  py  Got !  I  vill  find  out  Who  has  got  iti" 
-  "Don't  be  so  hasty  in  your  conclusions,  sir,"  said  the  cleric. 
"Let  us  search  the  room  carefully,  and  see  whether  it  has  not 
been  mislaid  by  you;  It  will  never  do,"  he  added,  "to  charge 
anybody  with  having  taken  the  money,  when  it  may  be  lying 
about  the  room." 

"  Vere  can  it  pe  lying  ?"  asked  Mr.  Swartz  angrily,  "  I  tell 
you  it  vash  on  te  safe,  and  tere  ish  no  use  looking  any  where 

elfie." 

"That  maybe  so,  sir,"  replied  the  clerk,  "  but  if  you  will  give 
me  permission  I  will  search  the  room  well  before  you  take  any 
farther  steps  in  the  matter."  '  ■■"  , 

"You  can  look  if  you  like,"  observed  Mr.  Swartz,  "but  I 
know  tere  ish.no  chance  of  your  finding  it,  and  it  ish  only  giv- 
ing yourself  trouble  for  noting." 

"Never  do  you  mind  that,  sir,"  the  clerk  answered.  "I  am 
willing  to  take  the  trouble." 

Removing  the  books  from  the  top  of  the  safe  he  carefully 
shook  them  out,  but  the  package  was  not  among  them.  He  then 
replaced  them  and  turned  the  safe  round,  with  the  hope  that 
the  money  might  have  fallen  under  it.  The  same  success,  how- 
ever, attended  him,  and  he  was  compelled  to  renew  his  efforts. 
Everything  in  the  room  was  removed  without  the  package  be_- 
mo  found.  After  a  minute  and  diligent  search  he  was  compell- 
ed to  give  up  the  work  in  despair,  and  ceasing  he  stood  tremb- 
ling before  Mr.  Swartz,  who,  he  momentarily  expected,  would 
charge  him  with-  having  committed  a  theft.    But  for  this  fear 


-TEE  TIUALS   OF  1J1B».S0I4)IEB'S   WIFE;   ..  '98 

he  :w,ouid  never  have  taken  the  trouble,  of  upsetting  Md  replac- 
ing everything  in  the  room,- but  &ouldbave  been  perfectly  ^sat- 
isfied for  his  employer  to  sustai^ibeloss.,. ■•   '  ;:   ;  ;">ri-v    ( , 
;,  "Veil!"  said  Mr.  Swartz.  \"F suppose. yon dsh  satisfied  dai; 
te  monish  ain't. here."                              u,«v..    f        -   .;.;...:      -^ 

•'.' Its  disappearance-  is  very  singular,"  replied .the^clerk.  "If, 
as  you  gay,  the  package  was  laid  on  the |  safe  and  never  removed- 
hy  you,  somebody  must  havetakeh  it  away."  .-,     :  f-  %%./ 

'■■'■■•  Of  course,  somepody  tookit,"  remarked  Mr.  Swartz.  •'  Hoffc 
te,tevil  could' it  go initout  it  vash  taken  away  py  somepody?" 
:  .;  "-Do  you  suspect  any  one  of  having  stolen  it,"  asked  the- 
clerk,  turning  as  white  as  the  shirt  he  wore.  ./ 

u  Did  you  ever  come  near  de  safe  to-day,' 'asked  Mr.  Swartz, 
abruptly.  •    . 

-  "Me,  sir?"  said  the  now  thoroughly  frightened  clerk.  " No, 
I—No  sir — I — never  came  further  than  the  door  each  time  you 
called  to  me." 

"I  can't  say  dat  Mr.  Elder  vould  take  it,"  observed  Mr. 
Swartz,  "and  all  I  remember  now  dat  you  didn't  come  anyvere 
near  de  safe,  I  can't  tink  who  could  have  taken  the  monish." 

Assured  by  his  manner  that  Mr.  Swartz  had  dismissed  all  idea 
of  charging  him  with  the  theft,  the  clerk's  confidence  returned, 
and  he  ceased  stuttering  and  Jrembling. 

"Do  you  think  the  woman  who  was  here  could  have  taken 
it  ?"  be  enquired,,  and  then  added  :  "The  last  time  I  entered 
this  room  while  she  was  here,  I  remember  seeing  her  standing 
near  the  safe,  with  her  elbow  on  the  top." 

"By  Cot!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Swartz,  striking  the  table  with  his 
hand.  "  She-  must  be  de  very  "person.  She  vanted  me  to  give 
her  monish,  and  she  must  have  seen  de  package  lying  on  the 
safe  and  taken  it  avay." 

"It  is  no  use  wasting  any  time  tLen.':  said  -'the  clerk,  '*ou 
must  endeavor  to  find  out  where  she  stays,  and  have  her  arrest- 
ed this  evening." 

"  Vere  can  I  find  her  house  ?"  asked  Mr.  Swartz. 

"  You  will  have  to  track  her,"  answered  the  clerk.  "The 
first  place  you  had  better  go  to  is  Elkin's  drug  store,  for  I  saw 
,the  woman  enter  there  after  leaving  hqre." 

"  Mr.  Swartz  made  no  reply,  but  taking  up  his  hat  he  walked 
out  of  his  office,  and  proceeded  to  the  drug  store.    The  drug- 
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gis'fcv'who  had  noticed  the  wild  and  haggard  appearane<:  °>i  Mrs;;, 
Wentworth;  informed '  Idm,  iri  reply  to lus  enquiries,;  that  t>ueli' 
a  ptfsori  as  the  'oii#.he  described  jiad purchased  several  VJss'eripV 
tioiis  of- /medicines  from  him,  nnd'qif'IoAung  his  store,  sh a  ba'dj- 
walked  up  the  street.  This  being :- the  only  infermation  that'thd 
druggist  could  give,  Mr.  Swartz. left  the/store,  and  after  many* 
enquiru'-s  discovered  where  Mrs.  Wentworth  resided.  He  tnfc" 
^dntte'y  returned  to  his  store,  and  mentioned  hisdiscovery'tO/ 
the  c'-erk.  ■  ■- "..'    .;■■''■■■  ■■,•'•'■•■'        '"'  •'•'    :,;;: 

"You  had  better,  go  at  once  and  take  out  a  warrant  against 
her  for- robbery  ;"  remarked '.the  clerk,  "and.  take  a'  couple  of 
polir-.em  en  v/ith  you  to  arrest -her."        ' 

.Startin'r  to  the  City  Hall,  Mr,  Swartz  took:  out  a  warrant 
agnins!  ■?[;  -5.  Wentworth  for  larceny,  and  procuring  the. :  assist- 
ance of  two  policemen-,  he  started  for  the  old  negro's  cabin, 
determined- to  pros'ecute  the  thief,  to  the  utmost  extent  of  his 
powei  and  the  law.  Having  informed  our  readers  of  his  con- 
duct on  discovering  that  his  money  had  been  stolen,  we  will 
continue  from  where  we' left  off  at  the  close  of  the  last  chapter. 

Mrs.  Wentworth  on  perceiving  Mr.  Swartz  and  the  two  po- 
licepie ■>,  had  pointed  to  the  dead^  body  of  her  child,  and  pro- 
nounced the  solitary  word,  "there,"  while  her  face  became  cold 
and  evpressiveless; 

Invihrntarily  looking  in  the  direction  pointed  out  by  Mrs. 
Went  wo;  th,  the  three  men  started:  with  awe  as  their  eyes  fell 
upon  the  beautiful  face  of  the  dead  child.  One  of  the  police- 
men, who  was  a  devout  Catholic  crossed  himself,  and  withdrew 
from  the  entrance  of  the  door,  but  the  other  policeman  and  Mr. 
Swartz  quickly  shook  off  ail  feelings  of  fear  that  had,  passed 
over  rhom. 

"  Here   is   de  voman,"   said  Mr.-  Swartz,  pointing,  to  Mrs. 

Wentworth.     "t)is  is  de  voman.  who  shtole  mine  monish." 

*  ...  ' :« 

As  he  spoke  she  turned  her  face  towards  him,  but  tbe.mute 
anguish  of  the  mother  did  not  cause  a  sentiment  of  regret  to 
enter  Mr.  Swartz's  heart,  at  the  part  he  was  acting  towards 
her.  ♦ 

"Arrest  her,"  continued  Mr.  Swartz,  "I  vantyou  to  take  her 
to  di  jad,  where  she  can  be  examined,  and  to-morrow  morning 
I  can  have. her  up  before 'de  Mayor." 

"  Not   to-night,,"    exclaimed   Mrs.    Wentworth   in   a  hollow 
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voice.  '.; "Leave: -me  with  the  dead  body  of  ray  child  ;  aft'eiy  sh& 
is  buried you  can  do  as, you  please,  with  me."    •  -:  v.'/5-.'V. 

■  "  f knows  better1  tan  to  do  dat,  Observed'  Mr'.'  Swartz;  l$bV. to--, 
^inorrow  iiornihg  you  vould-be  a  pretty  fa#  ay  ay  from  Sb-iOK-^ 
sob."-  ■'•      .         -i  .    '  '"■:      "''.■■   ,:■      "■■■'. -y. 

"  X  will  not  move  from  this  cabin  an  inch  further  than  to.  the-. 
:.buria'  ground,"  Replied  Mrs;  Wentworth,  "but  if  youjear  it  is 
my  intention. to  escape,  let  one  of  -'y our  policemen  rein aiu  here, 
and  watch  meto  night."  t  . 

>  Mr-  Swartz  stepped  to  the  threshold  of  the  door,  and  con'-v 
suited  the  two  men  on  the  possibility  of  complying  with  her  re- 
quest, but  one  refused  tbrou  h. '"superstition,'  while  the  Other 
Reclined' in  consequence  of  his  being  on  the  night  watch. 

*  "I  can't  agree  to  your  vishes,"  said  Mr,  Swartz,  as  soon  as 
•the  conference  was  over,  and  he  returned  to  the*  bed-side,  "De 
policemen  vbnt  remain  here." 

.  "  Then  do  you  trust  me,"  she  replied.  "By  the  holy  nume  of 
God,  1  implore  you  not  to  tear  me  from  the  body  o<  my  <  >  Id, 
but  if  that  name  has  no  weight  with  you,  and  as  I  ; -t.  o;\  >t 
ife  useless  to  appeal  to  you  by  the  sacved  '(  nets,  of  Cu-isti;;-  1  y, 
let  in e  pray. you,  that  as  a  man,  you  will  rot  des«.  .•;<!  to  h 
brutality  as  ¥to  force  me  from  the  dead  body  that!  <■'■  li*->  \<<  e 
you.  f.nd  deprive.me  of  perfoimii  g  the  las!  sad.  riles  over  f>  r. 
In  the  name  of  all  that  is  humane,  I  plead  to  you,  and,  oh, 
God!  let  my  supplications  be  answered."       , 

**'Dcr'e  is  no  use  of  you  talking  in  d?t  vay  to  me,"  said  Mr. 
Swartz  in  a  coarse  and  brutal  tone.  "It  vas.  in  de  same  sthyle 
dat  you  vent  on  dis  morning,  ven.  you  vas  begging  me,  and  den 
you  afterwards  shtole  my  monish." 

As  he  finished  speaking,  the  old  negro  entered  the  cabin,  and 
perceiving  the -intruders,  enquired  the  cause  of  their  pi  est  nee. 
The  Catholic' who  was  an  Irishman,  briefly  explained  the  object 
of  their  visit  to  the  astonished  old  woman,  who  never  conceiv- 
ed for  a  moment  that  Mrs.  Wentworth  had  been  guilty  of  1  heft. 
tlDe  Lor!"  she  exclaimed,  as  soon  as  her  informant  had  con- 
cluded his  remarks.  <>Who  would'a  believe  it  ?  Poh  people,  <!ey 
,  is.  real.y  bad  off,"  and  she.  hurried  to  Mrs.  Wentworth's  shh-. 
Mrs.  Wentworth  had  paid  no   attention  to  the    colloquy  be- 
tw>. en  tne  old  negro,  and  the  policeman  ;  she  was  enjia^ud   in 
appealing  to  Mr.  Swartz,  not  to  remove  her  to  jail  that  nig<  t. 
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•v." 'You  must  have  gome  feelings  of  humanity  within  you,".:, 
she  was  observing.  "You  must  ".have  some  touch  df  pity  in . 
your  heart  for  my  condition.  Bo  not  send  me  to  jail  to-night,"- j 
she  continued  in  an  earnest  tohe."If  your  own  heart  is  steeled  V 
against  the  Borrows  of  a  heljiless -and  Wretched  woman-;  if  the"-; 
sight'of  that  dead' face  does  not  awaken  a  spark  of  manly  pity  •■ 
within  you,  let  me  entreat  you,  by  the  memory  of  the  mother  you '  j 
pnce  had,  not  to  tear  me  from  the  body  of  my  child.  The  hours;' 
of  night  will  pass  of  rapidly,  and  by  the  dawn  of  morning 
my  daughter  shall  be  buried."  ,  :     ..J 

This  was  the  first  touch  of  feeling  she  had  manifested,  and', 
though  ho  tears  bedewed  her  cheeks,  the.  swelling  of  her  bosom 
and  the  anguished  look  she  wore,  told  of  sorrow  more  terrible ' 
than  if  tears  had  come. 

The  wretch  was  unmoved.  He  stood  there,  not  thinking  of. 
the  solemn  and  heart-rending  scene  before  him,  but  of  the  mOney;: 
he  had  lost,  and  the  chance  of  its  being  found  on  the  person  of, 
Mrs.  Wentworth. 

"  Do  your  duty,  policemen,"  he  said,  without,  appearing  as: 

if  he  had  heard  her  remarks. 

"  It  is  well,"  she  said,  and  walking  up  to  the  bedside  of  her 

dead  child,  she  lifted  the  body  until  it  almost  assumed  a  stand- 
ing position.  '''Farewell  child,  farewell  forever !"  she  continued, 
covering  the  lifeless  face  with  kisses.  "See  this!"  she  said, 
turning  to  the  men,  "see  the  result  of  beggary  and  starvation.. 
Look  upon  it,  you  have  had  it  in  your  power  to  save  me  from 
this  desolation,  and  rejoice  in  your  work.  Here,  take  me." 
she  added,  laying  down  the  corpse.  "Take  me  from  the  pres- 
.  ence  of  the  dead,  for  if  I  remain  gazing  at  it  much  longer,.  I 
will  indeed  go  mad." 

Walking  up  to  the  old  woman,;', Mrs.  Wentworth  continued, 
"Auntie,  I  leave  my  child's  body  with  you.  See  that  it  is  buried 
and  mark  the  spot  where  it  rests,  for  oh !  I  feel  that  the-  day  is 
not  far  distant  when  my  weary  head  will  rest  in  peace  at  last, 
and  when  that  time  arrives,  I  desire  to  be  .buried  by  the  re- 
gains of  her  who  now  lies  there.  For  the  little  boy  who  is 
here,  keep  him  Auntie,  until  his  father  claims  him,  and  should 
his  father -never  return,  take  him  before  some  man  high  in  po- 
sition, and  tell  him  that  a  wretched  mother  leaves  him  to  the- 
care  of  his  country,  as  a  memento  of  ens  of  the  patriot  band 
who  died  m  her  service  "' 


•  THE   TKIALS    OF   THE  SOXBIEE's  '  WIFE, :  103 

'■;  vl^e  old  negro  feU  upon  her  knees  before  the' speaker,  and 
burst  into  tears,  while  even  the  rude,  policemen  were  .touched 
by  her  remarks.  Mr.  S'wartz  alone  remained  unmoved,  the  only 
feeling  within  him  was  a  desire  that  the  work-  of  confining' her 
injail  should  be  completed.  ...'■••  ■  .■'  :':v;, '',/.'/■..  :>  &• 
^  Arid  now  one  last  farewell,  continued  Mrs.  Wentworth, 
again  embracing  the  corpse.  Another  instant  and  she  was  out- 
of  the  room  followed  by  the  three  menj  and  they  proceeded  in 
the  direction  of  the  jail. 

;  The  old  negro  fell  on  her  knees  by  the  side  of  the.  bed,  bury- 
ing her  head  in  the  folds  of  the  counterpane,  while  the  tears 
flowed  freely  from  her  eyes.  The  little  boy  nestled  by  her  side 
sobbiag  and  calling  for  his  mother. 

,  "  Don't  cry  chile,"  said  the  old  negro,  endeavoring  to  console 
him.  "  Your  mammy  will  come  back  one  of  dese  days,"  then 
recollecting  the  words  of  Mrs.  Wentworth  in  reference  to  him, 
she  took  him  in  her  arms,  and  continued,  "poh  chile,  I  will  take 
care  6b  you  until  your  father  come  for  you." 

Thus  did  the  good  hearted  slave  register  he^r  promise  to  take 
care  of  the  child,  and  her  action  was  but  the  result  of  the  kind 
treatment  she  had  received  from  her  owrj^er.  She  had  been 
taken  care  of.  when  a  ehild  by  the  father  of  her  present  owner, 
who  was  no  other  than  Dr.  Humphries,  and  now  that  she  had 
grown  old  and  feeble,  he  had  provided  her  with  a  home,  and 
supportedher  in  return  for  the  long  life  of  faithful  service  she 
had  spent  as  his  slave. 

The  next  morning  at  about  nine  o'clock,  a  hearse  might  have 
been  seen  in  front  of  the  old  woman's  cabin.  Without  anyf>as- 
sistance  the  negro  driver  lifted  a  little  coffin  from  the  chairs  on 
which  it  rested  in  the  room,  and  conveyed  it  into  the  hearse, 
It  then  drove  off  slowly,  followed'  by  the  old  negro  and  the  in- 
fant, and  drove  to  the  burial  ground..  There  a  short  and  simple 
prayer  was  breathed  over  the  coffin,  and  in  a  few  moments  a 
mound  of  earth  covered  it.  Thus  was  buried  the  little  angel 
girl,  who  we  have  seen  suffer  uncomplainingly,  and  die  with  a 
trusting  faith  in  her  advent  to  Heaven.  No  long  procession  of 
mortals  followed  her  body,  but 'the  Angels  of  God  were  there, 
and  they  strewed  the  wood  with  the  flowers  of  Paradise,  which 
though  invisible,  wafted  a  perfume  into  the  soul  sweeter  than 
the  choicest  exotics  of  earth. 
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From  the  grave  of  the  child  we  tarn  to  thempther, to  see if . 
Her  sufferings  Hied  with  the  body  of  the  Angel  which  had  jasi> 
been  buried.  They  had  not,  for  still  the  eye  of  God  was  turne^ 
from  the  Soldier's  Wife,  and  he  saw  hot  the.  life  of  misery' and"': 
degradation  that  she  was  leading. 


CjHAPTERTWENTy-THIRD. 

•  C.  •'-"(■■    .      '  • .  .  '; 

THE   COMMITTAL. 

On  the  morning  that  Ella  was  buried,  Mrs.  Weritworth  was 
carried  before  the  Mayor,  and  charges  preferred  against  her  for 
robbery.     The  package  containing  the  remainder  of  the  money 
had  been  found  on  her  person  the  night  previous,  and  this  evi-i 
dence  was  brought  forward  against  her. 

"  What  are  your  charges  against  this  Woman,.  Mr.  Swartz," 
began  his  Homjr. 

"Veil  your  Honor,"  replied  that  individual,  "I  vill  tell  dem 
in  but  few  words.  Dis  voman  called  at  my  shtore  yesterday, 
and  begged  me  for  monish.  I  gave  her  von  tollar,  but  she 
vouldn't  take  it,  and  after  she  left  de  shtore  I  found  out  dat  a 
package  of  monish,  dat  was  on  de  safe  was  gone.  I  den  called 
mine  clerk,  and  I  look  for  de  monish,  and  he  looked  for  de 
monish,  but  ve  neider  of  us  find  de  monish.  Den  I  say  dat 
certainly  somepody  must  take  dish  monish,  and  he  say  so  too  ; 
jc&en  ve  remember  dat  dis  voman  vas  leaning  against  de  safe, 
and  he  told  me  of  it,  and  I  remember  too,  and — " 

"  Explain  your  charges  against  the  woman  as  briefly  as  pos- 
sible, Mr.  Swartz,"  interrupted  the  Mayor.  "I  have  not  time 
to  stay  here  listening  to  a  long  round-about  story." > 

"  Von  minute  your  Honor,  yon  minute,,'  replied  the  wretch. 
"I  will  soon  finish  de  account.  As  I  vas  saying,  I  remember 
dat  dis  voman  v^s  standing  leaning  by  de  safe  and  mine  'clerk 
tells  me  to  go  to  de  Trug  Shtore,  as  de  voman  vent  in  dere,  and 
I»goes  in  de  Trug  Sthore,  and  Mr.  Elkin  he  tells  me  dat  de 
voman  did  come  in  dere  and  py  some  physic  and  dat  she  valk 
up  de  street,  and  I  goes  up  de  street  and — " 
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■A  "For  gobdness  sake,  Mr.  Swartz,  let  me  beg  of  yo»<to  cnn-| 
pelade  your  remarks' as  soon  as  possible  and  not  detainee  Court 
.•  witn  unnecessary  statement*,"  again  interrupted  the.  Mayor,  "I 
See  ho  use;  for  you  to  repeat  all  that  you  did     Just  comefr. the/ 
poiDt  at  once  and  I  will  be  able  to  decide  wb.ether.tl  is  ■^aina^n., 
is  to  be  committed  or  not."  •-  ■        •■  '■.       ?' 

"Shust  von  minute  longer,  your  Honor,"  Mr.  Sw&rt^answeu'd,^ 
" I  vill  finish  directly.*.  Veil,  you  see,  I  vent  in-te. street,; an dt I 
'goes up  te  street,  and  I  asks  te  beoples  if  tey  see  lis  voinan.  Mild" 
von;  of  tern  say  he  not  see  te  voman,  and  I  ask  anoter  and' he 
not  see  te  voman,  and  I  ask  anoter  again  and  henotsee  t^  voimin 
^eider."  ■,  _....'  .' .:    '  ; 

"If  you  are  going  to  continue  this  nonsense  all  dny   let  nie 
know,  and  I  will  prepare  myself  to  listen,  as  well  as  to  lvt  urn 
'the  other  prisoners  to  jail  until  to-morrow,"  observed  Hit-Ii-  ■  <"". 
"Jt  appears  as  if  you  can  never  get  through  your  tale.     ^}! ak 
quickly,  and  briefly,  and  do  not  keep  me  waiting." 

"Shust  vait  a  little  vile  more  nor  not  so  musht,"  replied  Me. 
Swartz,  and  continuing  his^story  he  said,  "I  ask  everybody  if 
tey  sees  dis  voman  and  dey  say  dey  not  sees  tevoman,  and -after 
I  ask  everybody  von  man  tell  me  dat  he  sees  dis  vom;m  va'k  up 
de  shtreet,  and  I  go  up  de  shtreet  von  liftle;  more  vay  and — " 

"In  the  name  of  Heaven  cease  your  remarks."  exHaiiriMi  the 
Mayor,  who  had  become  thoroughly  exasperated  at  ihen;»n;iri,'e 
of  Mr.  Swartz. 

"Gobtness,"  observed  that  gentleman,  "did  you  not  si:ay  I 
vas  for  to  tell  vy  I  pring  dis  voman  up  ?  " 

"Yes,"  replied  His  Honor,  "  but  I  did  not  expect  you  to  urive 
me  a  long  narrative  of  all  that  occurred  during  the  time  while 
you  were  looking  for  where  she  lived." 

"  Veil,  I  vill  soon  finish,"  he  remarked,  "  as  I  was  saying,  I 
goes  up  de  shtreet  von  little  more  vays  and  I  ask  anoder  man 
vere  dis  voman  vas,  and  he  shust  look  on  me  and  shay  he  vould 
not  tell  noting  to  von  tam  Tutchman,  and  I  go  to  von  oder  man 
*  and  he  show  me  von  little  log  cabin,  and  I  goes  up  -dere  softly 
and  I  sees  dis  voman  in  dere." 

"All  this  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  charge  you  have  pre- 
ferred agains^  her,"  the  Mayor  said,  "  let  me  know  upon  what 
grounds  you  prefer  the  charge  of  robbery  against  her." 

"  Veil,  ven  I  sees^  her  I  valks  pack  to  mine  Shtore  and  I  talks 
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mit  iaiiae:  die^'and  lie  say  I- vas  have  to  take  but  a  yarrant,  and 
I  comes- txifdW^ity  Hall  and  I  takes  but  de  varrant,  and  I  tak# 
two  pohbemen  and  I  goes  to  te  cabin  and  finds  dis  voman der.e^ 
and  she  peg  me  not  to  take  her  to  jail,  but  I  vouldn't  pepeg^efe 
and  I  prin|j  her  to  jail."  ..-..''....  •  -^ 

"Mr.  Swartz,  if  you  don't  conclude  your- remarks  at  once  I 
will  be  necessitated  to  postpone  your  case  until  to-morrow;;  I 
I  <am  tired  of  hearing  your  remarks,  every  one  of  which  has- 
been  to  no  purpose.  You  say  the  package  of  money  that- you 
lost  was  found  oh  this  woman,.. and  that  she  had  been  in  your 
store  the  same  day  and.had  leaned  against  the  safe  on  the  top. 
of  which  the  money  had  been  placed  by  you." 

"  Dat's  shust  it,"  replied  Mr.  Swartz.  "  Yen  I'  go  mit  te  vo- 
man to  te  jail  te  jail  man  search  her  and  find  te  monish  in  her 
pocket,  and  it  vas  te  same  monish  as  I'  had  stolen  off  te  safe.— 
But  te  monish  vas  not  all  dere ;  over  tirty  tollars  vas  taken  out 
of  it,  and  dat  vas  vat  dis  voman  sphent,  and  I — " 

"  That's  enough,  Mr.  Swartz,"  interrupted  the  Mayor.  "  You 
have  said  enough  on  the  subject,  and  1  will  now  proceed  with 
the  accused." 

"While  Mr.  Swartz  was  speaking  Mrs.  Wentworth  remained 
as  silent  as  if  she  had  not  heard  a  word  he  said.  Her  appear- 
ance was  calm,  nor  was  there  anything  remarkable  about  her 
except  a  strange  unn&tural  brightness  of  the  eye. 

"  "Well,  my  woman,"  continued  the  Mayor,  "  what  have  you' 
to  say  in  extenuation  of  the  charge. 

"  Nothing,  Sir,"  she  replied,  "  I  have  nothing  to  say  in  de- 
fense of  myself.  The  money  was  found  on  my  person)  and 
would  alone  prove  me  guilty  of  the  theft.  Besides  which,  I 
have  neither  desire  nor  intention  to  deny  having  taken  the 
money." 

u  What  induced  you  to  steal  ?'"  asked  the  Mayor. 

"•  A  greater  tempter  than  I  had  ever  met  before,"  sue  replied. 
■k  It  was  necessity  that  prompted  me  to  take  that  money." 

"And 'you  sphent  tirty-tree  tollers  of  jt,  py  gootness.'''  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Swartz,  in  an  excited  tone. 

"  As  you  acknowledge  the  theft,"  said  the  Mayor,  "I  am  com- 
pelled to  commit  you  to  prison  until  the  meeting  of  the  Superior 
Court,  which  will  be  in  four  days  from  this." 

Mrs.  Wentworth  was  then  committed  back  to  prison,  and  Mr. 
Swartz  returned  to  his  store- 
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The  spirit  of  the  child  had  reached-  God  and  at  that  moment 
'  was  pointing  to  her  mother  below,  ■  The  day  .of  "rest  is  iiear. 


CHAPTER  TWENTX-ffOURTH..:? 

'  ■"''•'-.'■ 

BETUEX    OF    ALFRED    WESTWOKTE— A    STRANGER.      ' 

After  long  weeks  of  pain  and  illness  Alfred  "Wentworth  be- 
eame%:ell  enough  to  return  to  the  Confederacy.  He  was  ac- 
cordingly sent  down  by  the  first  flag  of  truce  that  went  to 
',¥icksburg  after  his  recovery,  and  two  days  after  the  committal 
of  his  wife  arrived  at  Jackson,  where  he  was  warmly  welcomed 
by  Harry.  ; 

"I  am  delighted  to  see  you,  my  dear  friend,"  he  exclaimed, 
shaking  his  hands  Warmly,  "  you  have  no  idea  the  suspense  I 
have  been  in  since  my  escape,  to  learn  whether,  you  were  recap- 
tured. It  would  have  reproached  me  to  the  last  hour  of  my 
life  had  you  been  killed  by  those  cursed  Yankees." 

"  I  came  pretty  near  it,"  replied  Alfred,  smiling  at  his  friend's 
earnestness. 

"  You  were  not  hurt,  were  you  ?■"  enquired  his  friend. 

"The  slight  matter  of  a  few  minie  balls,  lodged  in  different 
parts  of  my" body,  is  all  the  injury  I  received,"  he  answered. 

"  I  suppose  that  occasioned  your  not  coming  with  the  first  lot 
of  prisoners,"  Harry  remarked. 

"  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  when  the  cartel  was  arranged  and  orders 
were  given  for  the  prisoners  to  prepare  for  their  departure  from 
Camp  Douglas,  I  was  still  suffering  from  my  wound,  and  the 
doctors  declared  me  unable  to  move  for  several  days.  An  ex- 
cited mind  soon  brought  on  fever,  which  so  prostrated  me  that 
the  days  extended  to  weeks  before  I  was  able  to  leave  the  hos- 
..pital." 

"I  am  heartily  glad  to  see  you  once  more  safe  on  Confede- 
rate soil,  at  any  rate,"  observed  Harry,  and  he  added,  "as  I  will 
insist  upon  your  staying  at  my  house  while  you  are  here,  let  mo 
know  where  your  baggage  is,  that  I  may  have  it  removed." 

"I  am  staying  at  the  Burman  House,  but  what  little  baggac;  ■ 
I  possess  is  at  Vicksburg." 


108  -THE  TRIALS   OF  THE   SOLDIER'S   WIPE. 

"-Then  "Jake  a  walk  with  nie  to.  the  residence of  "Dr.  Hum- 
phrit-s;"  said  .Harry,  "and  I  will  introduce  you  to  my  betrothed.;-* 

"I  thank  you,"  Alfred- replied,  -"  but  'the  present  state  o£iny 
wardrobe  does  not  admit  Of  my  appearing  before>ladi"s."  .  ;^'-{-; 

""Pshaw,"  observed  Harry,  "that  is  the/ least  part  of  tl0 
question.  Let  me  knowvwhat  you  desire  and  I  will  get  it  far. 
you  directly."     -,-.',  •  '   -%■  '•    :;'--'% 

"I  haveaCbout  seven  hundred  .dollars  in- Con!"ederatfi/money 
with  me,"  answered 'Alfred,  "if  yOu  will  show  me  some  store 
where  I  can  purchase  a  decent  suit  of  clothes ;  that  will  be  all 
I  shall'  trouble  >y  oh  for."  •■        ♦> 

"Take  a  walk. with  me  to  Lemby's  clothing  store  and  you 
"will  find,  a  fine  outfit  there."  "J 

Drawing  Alfr  d's  arm  in  his,  Harry  conducted  him  to  .'Lem- 
by's clothing  store,  where  a  suit  of  clothing  was  bought.  They- 
then  proceeded  to  the  Bowman  House  and  entered  Alfred^ 
room.  >  .  ■  / 

"My  furlough  is  only  for  thirty  days,"  Alfred  remarked, 
while  engaged  in  dressing  himself,  "and  how  I  am  to  send  in  a 
letter  to  New  Orleans  and  receive  an  answer  before  that  time 
expires  I  cannot  conjecture." 

"Whfit  do  you  wish  to  write  to  New  Orleans  for,"  asked 
Harry. 

"  Why,  to  wife,"  answered  Alfred,  "I  think  it  is  about  time 
that  she  should  hear  from  me." 

"  My  dear  friend,"  replied  Harry,  "  your  wife  is  not  in  New 
Orleans,  she  is  in  the  Confederate  lines," 

"  Where  is  she?  "  he  enquired,  eagerly. 

"I  could  not  tell  you  that,"  Harry  answered,  "but  of  one 
thing  you  may  be  certain',  ,she  is  not  in  New  Orleans." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Dr  Humphries  purchased  a  negro  girl  the  day  before  I  re- 
turned ;  she  gave  her  name  as  Elsy,  and  said  she  was  belonging 
to  Mr.  Alfred  Wentworth,  of  New  Orleans.  On  being  ques^ 
tioned  why  she  had  left  the  city,  the  girl  said  that  her  mistress 
with  your  two  children  had  been  forced  to  leave  by  Beast  But- 
ler, .who  would  not  allow  her  to  go  also,  but  that,  being  deter- 
mined to  follow  your  wife,  she  had  ran  the  blockade  and  came 
into  the  Confederate  lin«s." 

"  And  did  my  wife  sell  her  to  anybody  else  ?  "  enquired  Al- 
fred. 
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^'."VVjivt'a  •moment,-- (ivy '-^ie*«',  friend,,  iind  I  will  tell. 'ybu,:  '■- im- 
Swe'red  Harry.     "Tiitrsr,iil.did  not  see  her  tfeistresfi  atial!,'for  she  ; 
jftsts^arrested  ou.l>er<arrtvarin  this  city,;  and  haying  no. papers, 
as  weilas'iK) ../)wner,v '-.'she',  was  sold  according,  to  -law/'i-rtd   was,1 
Jj.uYohas.ed  by  Dr  Hurnpliries,  at  whole  residence  she  is  nOwv  ■■■  1 
^oidd 'have  told  you  this  .when  we  iirst  met,  but, it-  slipped  my ' 
femoi"^  completely.".,  •  ;    ■     -■       •■.-/  '....."       ' 

f,"  But  where  could  my  wife  have  gone  to  ?"irem^ked  Alfted.  - 
**!  do  not  know  of  any  perSjOn  in  the  Confederate  lines  with 
whom^she  in  acquainted,  and,  where  she  can- get  them^ans  to 
support  herself  and  children  I  have  not  the  least  idea."-  '  .«-■    « 

"That  she  has  been  to  Jackson  I  am  certain,"  Harry  replied, 
"for  no  sooner  did  I  hear  what  the  girl  had  informed  Dr.  Ham- 
phries,  than  I  endeavored  to  find  out  where  she  resided.  I 
Searched  the  register  of  both  the  hotels  in  this  city  and  found  that 
she  had  been  staying  at  this  hotel ;  but  the  clerk  did  not  recol- 
lect, anything  about  her,  and-  could  not  tell  me  where  she  went 
to  on  her  departure  from  this  city.  I  also  advertised  in  several 
newspapers  for  her,  but  receiving  no  information,  was  compelled 
•to  give  up  my  search  in  despair." 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  remembrance  of  me,"  observed  Al- 
fred "  This  intelligence,,  however,  will  compel  me  to  Hpply  for 
an  extension  of  my  furlough,  so  that  I  may  be  enabled  to' rind 
out  where  my  wife  and  children  are,  I  am  very  much  alarmed 
at  t.i-  news  you  havegiven  me." 

s"  I  hu^e  your  wife  and  children  are  comfortably  situated, 
wherever  they  may  be;  and  could  I  have  discovered  their  resi- 
dence, I 'should  have  made' it  my  duty  to  see  that  they  wanted 
for  nothing."  '    .  ' 

"I  know  it,  I  know  it,"  said  Alfred,  pressing  his  friend's 
hand,  and  he  continued,  .*'you  will  favor  me  on  our  arriving  at 
Dr.  Humphries'  by  obtaining  an  interview  for  me  with  Elsy  ;  I 
desire  to  know  the  cause  of  my  wife's  ejectment  from  New  Or- 
leans " 

"  As  soon  as  you  are  ready  let  me  know  and  we  will  start  for 
the  Doctor's,"  Harry  answered,  ')  v\  here  you  will  find  the  «irl." 
Dr.  Humphries  told  qp<3  that  he  intended  returning  her  to  you 
or  your  wife  as  soon  as  he  discovered  either  of  you.  So  in  the 
event  of  your  finding  out  where  Mrs.  Went  worth  lives,  she  will 
be  promptly  given  up."      • 


110  .   THE 'TRIALS    OF   THE   SOLDIER'S   WIFE. 

"  Nb,"no,"  Alfred  remarked,  hurriedly,  "  the*  Doctor  has  pur- 
chased her  and  I  do  not  desire,  the  girl  unless  I  can  return  the 
mohey  he  paid  for  her.  If  you  are  ready  to  go,"  he  added;  "let 
as  leave  at  once."  .  '  •  ,. 

The  twO  friends  left  the  ftotel  and  soon  arrived  at.  the  resi^ 
dence  of  Dr.  Humphries.  The  Doctor  was  not  at  hoine,  but 
Emma  received  them;  After  introducing  Alfred  to  her,  an<| 
engaging  in  a  brief  conversation,  Harry  requested  her  to  call 
Elsy,  as  he  desired  her  to  speak  with  his  friend.  The  fair  girl 
complied  with  his  request  by. ringing  the  bell  that  lay  ©n  the 
table ;  her  call  was  answered  by  the  slave  in  person. 

On  entering  the  room  Elsy  made  a  low  curtsey  to  the  gentler- 
men,  and  looked  at  Alfred  earnestly  for  a  moment,  but  the  sol- 
dier had  become  so  sunburnt  and  altered  in  features  that  she 
failed  to  recognize  him. 

"  Do  you  not  remember  me;  Elsy  ?  "  enquired  Alfred,  as  soon 
as  he  perceived  her. 

His  voice  was  still  the  same,  and  running  up  to  him,  the  girl 
seized  his  hand  with  joy. 

"  I  tought  I  knowed  you,  sah,"  she  exclaimed,  "  but  you  is  60 
change  I  didn't  remember  you." 

"  I  am  indeed  changed,  Elsy,"  he  replied  ;  "  I  have  been  sick 
for  a  long  time.  And  now  that  I  am  once  more  in  the  Confed- 
eracy, it  is  to  find  my  wife  ■  and  children  driven  from  their 
homes,  while  God  only  knows  if  they  are  not  wandering  all  over 
the  South,  homeless  and  friendless.  Tell  me  Elsy,"  hi  contin- 
ued, "tell  me  what  caused  my  wife  to  be  turned  out  of  the  city?" 

In  compliance  with  his  request,  the  girt  briefly  told  him  of 
the  villainy  of  Awtry,  and  the  infamous  manner  in  which  he 
had  acted  towards  Mrs.  Wentworth.  She  then  went  on  to  re- 
late that,  failing  to  achieve  his  purpose,  Awtry  had  succeeded 
in  having  her  expelled  from  New  Orleans. 

"Did  your, mistress — I  beg  pardon — I  meant,  did  my  wife 
toll  yoa  where  she  was  going  to?"  enquired- Alfred.  '     '> 

"  She  told  me  to  come  to  Jackson,  after  I  told  her  I  would  be 
sure  to  get  away  from  de  city,"  answered  the  girl ;  "  but  de  po- 
lice ketch  me  up  before  I  could  look  for  h^r ;  and  since  I  been 
belonging  to  Dr.  Humphries  I  has  look  for  her  ebery  whar,  but 
I  can't  find  out  whar  she  am  gone  to." 

"  That  is  enough,"  observed  Alfred,  "  you  can  go  now,  Elsy, 
;i  I  should  want  to  see  you  again  I  will  send  for  you." 
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'  ..  "I  trust  you  may  succeed-  in  finding  your  wife,'; sir',"-Emma 

;said  as  the  girl-  left  the  parlor.  •;- •  •■^'•"      .  •• 

%  "Isinoerely  hope  so  myself,  Miss  Humphries,"  he.  answered, 
-s'hut  Heaven  opl'v  knows  where  I  am  to  look  for  her. "  It  "'will 

=  takeme  a  much  longer  time  than  lean  spare  to  travel  oyer  thev 
Confederacy ;  in  fact;  I  doubt  whether  I  can  get  an  extension 

tof  my  furlough,  so  that  I  may  have  about  three  months  of  time 

|o  searoh  for  her. ":■■. 

;:  "  It'  is  singular  that  she  should  have  told  Elsy  to.eome here 

to  her,  and  not  to-be  in  the  city,"  observed  Emily. 

,  ;•  "  I  am  afraid  that  my  wife  has,  through  prudence,  gone  into  the 
country  to  Jive ;  for,  with  the  means  I 'left  her,  she  could  not 

fpossibly  have  afforded  to  reside  in  any  part  of  the  Confederacy 
where  prices  rule  so  high  as  they  do  here.  It  is  this  belief  that 
makes  my  prospect  of  finding  her.  very  dim.  Harry  says  he  ad- 
vertised for  her  in  several  newspapers,  but  that  he  received  no 
information  from  any  source  respecting  where  she  lived.  I  am 
certain  she  would  have  seen  the  advertisement  had  she  been  re- 
siding in  any  of  our  cities." 

"  She  may  not  have  noticed  the  advertising  column  of  the 
newspaper,"  put  in  HaEry,  "  if  ever  she  did  chance  to  have  a 
copy  of  one  that  contained  my  notice  to  her.  Ladies,  as  a  gen- 
eral thing,  never  interest  themselves  with  advertisements." 

"  You  are  right,"  Alfred  replied,  "  but  it  is  singular  that 
some  person  who  knew  her  did'  not  see  it  and  inform  her  ;  she 
surely  must  have  made  some  acquaintances  since  she  arrived  in 
oar  lines,  and  I  am  certain  that  there  are  none  who  do  not  sym- 
pathize with  the  unfortunate  refugees  who  have  been  driven 
into  exile  by  our  fiendish  enemy." 

"I  am  sorry  to  say  that  refugees  are  not  as  favorably  thought 
of  as. they  deserve,"  Emma  remarked.  "  To  the  shame -of  the 
citizens  of  our  Confederacy,  instead  of  receiving  them  as  sni- 
ferers  in  a  common,  cause,  they  are  looked  upon  as  intruders, 
-There  are  some  exceptions,  as  in  ail  cases,  bv.z  I  fear  they  art- 
very  few." 

"Your  statement  will  only  increase  my  anxiety  to  find  my 
wife,"  answered  Alfred  ;  for  if  the  people  act  as  unpatriotically 
as,  you  represent,  there  is  no  telling  if  my  unfortunate  family 
are  not  reduced  to  dire  necessity,  although  it  is  with  surprise 
that  I  hear  your  remarks  on  the  conduct  of  our  people.     I  had 
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thnufht. tbat^he.y "would  lose.no  opportunity  to  manifest  their 
!?'^n|Kitliy-  with  those  v/ho  are, now  exiles  from  their  hoim-.s.  and 
tin;,  idea,  had  vmade' me  feel  satisfied  in  my,  mind  that  my  wife 
ar"I  children  would,  at  least,  be.  able  to  find  shelter." 
"''*"  i  do  not  tiiVnkany  one'  would  refuse  to  aicl  .your  family,  my 
^  ear' friend."  Harrv  observed,  "although  I  agree  with  .Miss 
Emma^that  our  people  dp  not  pay  as  much  attention  to  refugees 
a*  .r.<Wy  should  ;  but  tte  ■unfortunate  exile  will  always  find  a 
sy'-iijathiziTig  heart  anion g  our  people.  You  may  rest  assured 
tV'.t.  wherever- your  wife  may  be,  she  has  a  home,  whhsh,  ii 
it  i  ns  comfortable -as  the  one  she  was  driven  from,  is  at  U  ast 
lio;."ie  enough  to  keep  herself  and  her  children  froih-want." 
•  ^Jarry -Shackelford Judged  others,  by  the  promptings  of  his 
owii  heart,  and  as  he  uuerrd.  these  words  of  comfort  1o  his 
ire-i.d,  he  lit  Js  dreamed  that  Mrs  Went  worth- was- then  the  in- 
mate of  a  prison,  awaiting  };er  trial  for  robbery,  and  that  the 
ei'i'-'ie  had  her  committed  through  the  v.ery  necessity  he  had  so 
conihleutly  asserted  oouid  never  exist  in  the  country. 

"  Will  you  take- a  walk  to  the  hotel," 'enquired  Alfred,  a  iter  a 
few  minutes  of  silence,  "I  desire  to  settle  my  bill  with  the  clerk." 

'- Certainly,"'he  replied,  rising  from  his  chair,  "I  deaiie  to 
conduct  you  to  ray  home." 

"  Good  evening  to  you  Miss  Humphries,"  said  Alfred,  as  he 
walked  to  the  door  with  his  friend. 

She  extended  her  hand  to  him  a*  she  replied,  "Good  evening, 
sir — allo\v«me  to  repeat  my  wishes  for  your  success  iu  finding 
your  wife  and  children." 

Bowing  to  her  in ,  reply,  he  left  the  room,  accompanied  by 
Harry. 

"  Do  you  know,  Harry,"  he  observed,  as  they  walked  towards 
the  Bowman  House,  "  I  have  a  strange  presentiment  that  all 
is  not  well  with  my  family." 

"Pshaw,"  replied  his  friend,  "you  are  as  superstitious  as  any 
old  woman  of  eighty.  Why  in  the  name  of  wonder  will  you 
continue  to  look  upon  the  dark  side  of  the  picture  ?  It  is  more 
likely  that  your  family  are  now  comfortably,  if  not  happily  sit- 
uated. Depend  upon  it,  my  dear  friend,  the  world  is  not  so 
cold  and  uncharitable  as  to  refuse  a  shelter,  or  a  meal  to  the 
unfortunate. 

Alfred  made  no  reply,  and  they  walked  on  in  silence  until  the 
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hotel  was  reached.  On  entering  the  sitting  ropnf  of  the  Bow- 
man House,  the  two  gentlemen  were  attracted  by  the  lofid talk- 
ing of  a  group  of  men  standing  in  the  centre  of  the  roomv 

"  Tli ere  stands  an  Englishmau  who  lately  run  the  blockade 
•on  a  visi*  to  the  Confederacy,"  observed  Harfey  as  they  ap- 
proached the  group;  let  me  introduce  him  to  jou." 

Walking  up"  to.  where  the  Englishman  wi.a,  Harry-touched 
Ihim  lightly  oh  the  shoaldei*. 

"  How  are  you  Lieutenant  Shackelford,"  he  said,  as  he'turned 
and  recognized  Harry.         . 

$  "  Very  well,  Mr.  Ellington,"  answered  Harry,  and  then  ad- 
nled,  "allow  me  to  introduce  my  friend  Mp.  Wentworth  to  you 
—Mr.  Went  worth,  Mr.  Ellington." 

As  the  name  of  Wentworth  escaped  Harry's  lips  the  Eng- 
lishman started  and  changed  color,  but  quickly  resuming  his 
composure,  he  extended  his  hand  to  Alfred. 

"  I  am  happy  to  make  your  acquaintance,  sir,"  he  observed, 
and  then  continued,  "  your  features  resemble  those  of  a  gentle- 
man I  have  not  seen  for  years — so  much,  indeed,  that  I  could 
not  repress  a  start  as  my  eyes  fell  upon  your  countenance." 

"  I  was  rather  surprised  at  seeing  you  start,"  observed  Har- 
ry, "for  I  knew  that  you  were  not  acquainted  with  my  friend 
Mr.  Wentworth,  He  was  a  prisoner  a<t  Gamp  Douglas — the 
prison  you  have  'read  so  much  about — when  you  arx-ived  in 
this  country,  and  has  only  returned  to  the  Confederacy  within 
the  last  few  days." 

"  A  mere  resemblance  to  one  whose  intercourse  with  me  was 
not  fraught  with  many  pleasan't  recollections,"  remarked  Mr. 
Ellington.  "  Indeed  your  friend  is  so  much  like  him,  both  in 
form  and  features,  that  I  really  imagined  that  he  was  my  old 
enemy  standing  before  me." 

-"A  singular  resemblance,"  said  Alfred,  "and  one  which  lam 
rejoiced  to  know  only  exists  in  form  and  features.     And  now," 
-he  continued,  "  allow  me, to  ask  you  a  question." 
Mr.  Ellington  bowed  an  assent. 

"  Were  you  ever  in  this  country  before  ?  "  asked  Alfred. 
"  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Ellington,  "  I  visited  America  a  few  years 
ago,  but  why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  Because  your  features  are  familiar  to  me,"  he  answered,  and 
then  enquired,  "  Were  you  ever  in  New  Orleans." 
8 
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"No,  sir — '110,"  replied  Mr.  Ellington,  coloring  as  he  8pokey 
"I  was  always  afraid  of  the  climate." 

"  The  reason  of  my  asking  you,"  observed  Alfred,  "is  because 
you  resemble  a  gentleman  with  whom  I  was  only  very  slightly 
acquainted,  but  who,  like  the  party  you  mistook  me  for,  has 
done  rae  an  injury  which  neither  time  nor  explanation  can  re- 
pair, but,"  be  added,  "now  I  recollect  you  cannot  be  the  party| 
to  whom  I  refer,  for  he  was  a  Northern  man,  while  you  are  an 
Englishman."  . 

Before  the  Englishman  could  reply,  a  gentleman  at  the  further 
end  of  the  room  called  him  by  name,  andr  'bowing  to  the  two* 
friends,  he  apologized  for  leaving  them  so  abruptly,  and  walked 
off  to  where  the  call  came  from." 

As  soon  as  he  left  them  Alfred  went  up  to  the  clerk's  office 
and  paid  his  bill.  The  two  friends  then  left  the  hotel  and  pro- 
ceeded to  Harry's  residence. 

"  Do  you  know,  Harry,"  observed  Alfred,  as  they  walked 
along,  "  I  have  an  idea  that  Mr.  Ellington  is  no  Englishman,  but 
that  he  is  Awtry,  the  scoundrel  who  caused  my  wife  and  chil- 
dren to  be  driven  from  New  Orleans  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  imagine  such- a  thing  ?  "  asked  Harry. 

"  Only  because  his  features  are  very  much  like  those  of  Aw- 
try ;  and  the  start  he  gave  when  you  pronounced  my  name 
half  confirms  my  suspicion." 

'•I  feel  certain  you  are  mistaken,"  Harry  remarked.  "He  ar- 
rived at  Charleston  in  a  blockade  runner  a  short  time  ago,  and 
brought  letters  of  introduction  to  many  prominent  men  in  the 
South  from  some  of  the  first  characters  in  England." 

"That  may  be,"  Alfred  answered,  "  still  I  shall  keep  my  eye 
on  him,  and  -cultivate  his  acquaintance.  If  I  am  mistaken  it 
will  make  no  difference,  for  he  shall  never  know  my  suspicions  ; 
but  if  I  am  right  in  my  surmise  he  shall  answer  me  for  his  tre'at- 
ment  of  my  wife  and  children." 

"That  you  can  do,"  said  Harry,  "but  be  cautious  how  you 
charge  him  with  being  a  Yankee  spy,  and  have  certain  proof  of 
his  identity  before  you  intimate  your  suspicions  to  him."  As  he 
spoke  they  reached  their  destination  and  the  two  friends  entered 
the  house. 

Horace  Awtry,  for  the  Englishman  was  none  other  than  he, 
under  an  assumed  name,  had  ventured  to  enter  the  Confederate 
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lines  as  a  spy  for  Sherman,  who  was  then  getting  up  his  expedi- 
tion against  Vicksburg.  He  would  have  left  Jackson  immedi- 
ately after  the  meeting  with  Alfred,  but  upon  enquiry  he  learned 
that  Mrs  Went  worth's  place  of  residence  was  unknown,  and  his 
services, being  needed  near  Vicksburg  decided  him  to  remain. 


*  CHAPTER  TWENTY-FIFTH. 

THE  TWO  SLAVES — THE  'GLIMMER  OF  LIGHT.  -... 

From -the  time  of  Mrs.  Wentworth's  arrest  and  imprisojfeient, 
the  old  negro  had  paid  every  attention  to  the  little  boy  left  un- 
der her  care  Knowing  that  she  would  be  likely  to  receive  pun- 
ishment for  having  a  white  child  living  with  her,  she  had  made 
several  efforts  to  see  her  master,  but  each  time  she  called,  both 
the  Doctor  and  Emma  wore  absent.  She  was  thus  compelled  to 
wait  until  some  opportunity  offered  to  turn  the  little  boy  over 
to  her  master,  who  she  knew  would  promptly  give  him  a  home 
while  he  remained  unclaimed  bj  his  lawful  guardians.  In  her 
visits  to  Dr.  Humphries'  house  the  old  negro  had  met  IJlsy,  and 
being  pleased  with  the  appearance  of  the  girl,  had  contracted 
■quite  a  friendship  for  her,  and  on  every  opportunity  would  hold 
a  conversation  with  her.  Having  called  several  times  without 
seeing  her  master  or  Emma,  Elsy  enquired  if  she  had  anything 
of  consequence  to  impart  to  the  Doctor,  as,  if  she  had,  she 
would  inform  him;  on  his  return  home, 

"  Yes,  gal,"  replied'  the  old  woman,  "  I  got  a  leetle  boy  at  my 
cabin  dat  was  lef  -dar  by  him  mammy,  and  I  want  de  boss  to 
take  him  away  and  put  him  in  a  better  place  den  my  room. " 

"  What  chile  is  it,  Auntie?  "  enquired  Elsy. 

"  I  do'  know  what  de  name  is,"  answered  the  old  woman,  "bnt 
a  lady  cum  to  my  cabin  one  night  wid  a  berry  sick  gal  chile  and 
de  leetle  boy,  and  next  day  de  gal  die,  and  in  de  ebening  some 
police  come  and  take  away  de  lady  because  she  '  teal  money,' 
and  dey  lef  de  dead  chile-and  de  Jibing  one  wid  me." 

"  Goodness  sakes,  Auntie,"  interrupted  Elsy,  "  what  did  jaa. 
do  wid  de  dead  chile  ?." 

"  Why,  gal,  I  bury  her  next  morniu,"  replied  the  old  woman, 
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"  and  de  leetle  boy  bin  stayin  wid  me  eber  since;  but  I  don't 
want  to  keep  him,  for  dis  nigger  hab  no  right  to  hab  white 
chile  a  keepin  to  herself."  "*>• 

"  You  better  see  de  Doctor,  den,"  Elsy  observed.  When  he 
come  in  I  will  tell  him  dat  you  want  to  see  him  patickler." 

"Dat's  a  good  gal,"  answered  the  old  negro,  "  you  tell  him 
dat  I  want  to  see  him,  but  don't  tell  him  what  I  want  him  for — 
I  rader  tell  him  dat  mysef." 

"Berry  well,  Auntie,"  she  replied,  "  de  Doctor  will  come  in 
about  dinner  time,  and  as  soon  as  he  is  done  eatin  I  will  talk  to 
him  about  it.  But  do  you  tink  he  will  bring  de  chile  home,  yah, 
and  take  care  ob  him  ?  " 

"  Ob  course  he  will,"  said  the  old  woman,  "  he  neber  see  any 
body  want  but  he  get  him  plenty  and  take  care  ob  him." 

"  What  kind  a  chile  is  de  one  you  hab  at  your  cabin  ?  "  asked 
Elsy. 

"  Jes  de  lubliest  baby  you  eber  seed  in  your  life,"  answered- 
the  old  negro.  "  He  is  one  ob  de  best  children  I  eber  had  taking 
care  ob." 

"Don't  he  cry  none  for  his  mudder,"  enquired  Elsy. 

"  Ob  course  he  cry  plenty  de  first  day,"  she  replied,  but  ater- 
wards  he  behabe  well,  for  I  promise  him  dat  he  mammy  will 
come  back  soon.  He  am  a  rale  good  chile,  and  I  would  lub  to 
keep  him  wid  me  all  time,  but  I  'fraid  de  police  will  get  ater  me 
for  habin  him." 

"  Dat's  so,"  remarked  Elsy,  "  but  you  can  take  care  ob  him 
a'ter  you  tell  de  boss — you  can  come  here  and  stay. 

"  No,  gal,"  she  answered,  "  I  can't  leab  me  old  cabin  ;  I  been 
libbing  dar  dese  tw'elve  years,  and  I  got  so  used  to  it  dat  I  can't 
sleep  out  ob  it," 

"  Den  I  will  take  care  ob  de  chile  for  you,"  said  Elsy,  "  and 
you  can  come  ebery  now  and  den  and  see  him." 

"  Dat's  so,"  she  replied.  u  But  tell  me,  gal,"  she  continued, 
"  whar  you  come  from  ?  " 

"  I  come  from  New  Orleans,  Auntie,"  replied  Elsy. 

"  What  bring  you  to  Jackson  ?  "  continued  the  old  woman. 

Elsy  repeated  the  tale  she  had  told  Dr.  Humphries  and  Al- 
fred, and  after  she  had  concluded,  the  old  woman  clasped  her 
hands  as  she  exclaimed,  "  Sake*alibe !  what  become  ob  your 
mistis  and  de  childen  ?  " 
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"I  don't  know,  Auntie,  but  rny  New  Orleans  mass'r  is  here 
now,  and  I's  been  looking  for  dem." 

"  Why  de  lady  and  childen  dat  come  to  my  cabin  was  from 
New  Orleans  too,"  observed  the  old  negro. 

"  You  say  you  don't  know  de  name  ?"  remarked  Elsy. 

"No,  I  forget,"  she  answered;  "but  what  name  did  your 
mistis  hab  ?  " 

"  Dey  was  name  Wentworth,"  she  replied. 

"  Wantworth — Wentworth,"  repeated  the  old  woman.  "No, 
dat  don't  sound  like  de  name  ob  de  lady,  but  may  be  I  forget. 
What  was  de  leetle  gal  name  ?  "  she  added. 

"  Ella,"  replied  Elsy. 

"  Dat's  it,"  exclaimed  the  old  negro,  "dat's  de  berry  name!" 

"Den  it  was  my  mistj^s  aud  her  childen,"  answered  Elsy,  "and 
you  say  de  police  take  her  to  prison  ?  ** 

"  Yes,  gal,"  she  answered,  "  dey  take  her  away  from  de  dead 
body  ob  her  chile  and  take  her  to  prison  for  stealin." 

"  It  ain't  true,"  sat^  Elsy,  "  my  mistis  is  a  born  lady,  and  she 
wouldn't  steal  for  anting.     I  don't  beliebe  a  word  ob  it." 

"  I  don't  beliebe  neider,"  replied  the  old  woman,  "  but  for  all 
dat,  dey  did  carry  her  to  prison  because  dey  say  she  steal 
money." 

"Mypoh  mistis,"  remarked  Elsy,  bursting  into  tears,  "I 
knowed  dat  some  bad  ting  would  happen  to  her — and  I  was  in 
town  so  long  and  .neber  eben  sawed  her." 

"  Poh  lady,"  observed  the  old  negro,  "  she  look  bery  bad  and 
sorrowful  like,  aldoughvshe  didn't  cry  when  de  chile  die  ;  but 
she  tan  up  by  de  bedside  and  look  'pon  de  dead  face  widont 
sayin'  a  word — it  made  me  feel  bad  to  see  her." 

"  I  must  tell  my  master,"  said  Elsy,  "  so  dat  he  can  go  and 
take  her  out  ob  prison.  It  am  a  shame  dat  a  lady  like  dat  should 
be  locked  up  in  a  prison,  and  Mr.  Wentworth  will  soon  take 
her  out." 

"  You  better  not  say  anyting  to  your  master  about  it,  yet," 
observed  the  old  woman.  "  See  de  Doctor  and  tell  him  ;  he 
will  will  know  what  to  do,  and  den  he  can  tell  de  gemman  all 
about  it  a'terwards." 

"  But  you  certain  it  am  my  mistis  ?  "  said  Elsy. 

"  I  ain't  quite  sure  ob  dat,"  she  answered,  "  for  de  name  sound 
different  to  de  one  I  heard,  and  dats  de  reason  I  don't  want  you 
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to  say  noting  'bout  it  till  de  Doctor  enquire  into  de  matter  and 
find  out.  I  must  .go  now,  gal,"  she  added,  "  don't  forget  to 
tell  de  Doctor  all  'bout  it  when  he  come  home." 

"I  won't,"  replied  Elsy. 

The  old  woman  then  left  the  house  aud  returned  to  her  cabin,* 
where  she  found  the  little  boy  amusing  himself  on  the  floor 
with  some  marbles. 

Dr.  Humphries,  accompanied  by  Harry,  returned  home  at 
the  usual  hour.  After  dinner  Elsy  requested  him  to  speak  to 
her  for  a  few  minutes — a  request  which  he  promptly  complied 
with. 

"  Well,  my  good  girl,  w;hat  do  you  wish  with  me?"  he  en- 
quired. 

"  Oh  I  sir,'*  she  replied,  '*I  hab  found  out  whar  my  mistis  is." 
"  You  have,"  answered  Dr.  Humphries,  rather  astonished  at 
the  intelligence,  "  where  is  she  f  "  he  added. 
"  In  prison,  Rah,"  she  replied. 
"  In  prison  I  "  exclaimed  the  Doctor,  "  for  what  ?  " 
"I  don'no,  sah,"  she" replied,  "but  I  hear  it  is  for  stealing." 
"  Who  gave  you  the  information  ?  "  asked  Dr.  Humphries. 
"  It  was  your  ole  slave  what  libs  in  de  cabin,  up  town,"  an- 
swered Elsy. 

"  And  how  did  she  learn  anything  about  Mrs.  Wentworth  ?" 
enquired  Dr.  Humphries. 

"  My  Mistis  went  dere  wid  her  chil'en,  sah,  and  her  little 
daughter  died  in  de  ole  woman's  cabin." 

"  Good  God !  "  exclaimed  the  Doctor,  "  and  how  was  it  that 
I  have  heard  nothing  about  it  until  now  ?  " 

"It  only  was  a  few  days  ago%"  replied  Elsy,  "and  Auntie 
come  here  ebery  day,  but  you  and  Miss  Emma  was  not  at  home 
ebery  time,  and  she  only  tole  me  about  it  dis  mornin." 

"Are  you  certain  that  the  woman  who  has  been  carried  to 
jail  is  your  Mistress  ?"  asked  Dr.  Humphries. 

"  No  sah,"  she  answered,  "  Auntie  say  dat  de  name  am  differ- 
ent, but  dat  de  name  ob  de  leetle  gal  am  de  same." 

"  And  the  little  boy  you  say  has  been  under  the  care  ©f  the 
old  woman  ever  since,"  remarked  Dr.  Humphries. 

"Yes  sah,"  Elsy  replied,  "but  she  want  you  to  take  him  away 
from  her,  so  dat  he  may  be  under  a  white  pusson,  and  das  d© 
reason  why  she  been  here  wantin'  to  see  you  bout  it." 
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"Very  well,"  said  Dr.  Humphries,  "I  will  attend  to  it  this 
evening;  in  the  meantime  do  you  remain  here  and  go  with  me 
to  the  cabin  and  see  if  the  child  is  your  Mistress'*' 
I-    Elsy  curtsied  as  she  enquired,  "Shall  I  tell  jny  Master  'bout 
dis,*sah?"  : '^'. 

"No,  no,"  replied  the  Doctor,  "he  must  kno^ nothing  about 
it  until  I  have  arranged  everything  for  his  wife  and  removed 
her  from  prison.  Be  certain,"  he  continued,  walking  to  the 
door,  "that  you  do  not  breathe  a  word  about  this  unti1  I. have 
seen  your  Mistress  and  learned  the  reason  of  her  imprisonment." 

On  returning  to  the  parlor,  where  Harry  and  Emma  were 
seated,  Dr.  Humphries  called  him  aside  and  related  what  he  had 
heard  from  Elsy.  The  yonng  man  listened  attentively,  and  was 
"very  much  shocked  to  hear  of  Mrs.  -Wentworth's  being  impris- 
oned for  theft.  He  knew  that  Alfred  Was  the  soul  of  honor, 
and  he  could  not^conceive  that  the  wife  6f  his  friend  would  be 
guilty  of  «uch.  an  offense. 

"It  is  impossible  to  believe  such  athing,"  he  said,  after  Dr. 
Humphries  had  concluded,  "I  cannot  believe  that  the  wife  of 
such  a  man  as  Alfred  Wentworth  would  commit  an  offense  of 
such  a  nature;  it  must  be  some  one  else,  and  not  Mrs.  Went- 
worth."  ^ 

.^" That  we  cal* -find. out  this  evening,"  observed  the  Doctor. 
"  Let  us  first  Vail  at  the  cabin  of  my  old  slave  and  find  out 
whether  the  child  in  her  keeping  is  one  of  Mrs.  Wentworth's 
•children."  ,#. 

"  How  will  we  be  able  to  discover,"  asked  .Harry.  "  It  ap- 
pears by  your  account  that  the  boy  is  a  mere  infant,  and  he 
coiild  hardly  be  expected  to  give  an  account  of  himself. or  his 
parents." 

"I  have  removed  any  difficulty  of  that  nature,"  replied  Dr. 
Humphries,"  Elsy  will  occompany  us  to  the  cabin,  and  she  will 
easily  recognize  the  child  if  he  is  the  son  of  your  friend." 

"  You  are  right,"  Harry  remarked,  and  then  continued,  "  I 
trust  he  may  not  be,  for  Alfred  would  almost  go  crazy  at  the 
knowledge  that  his  wife  was  the  inmate  of  a  prison  on  the 
charge  of  robbery." 

"I  hope  so  myself,  for  the  sake  of  your  friend,"  said  Doctor 
Humphries,  "  Mr.  Wentworth  appears  to  be  quite  a  gentleman, 
and  I  should  greatly  regret  his  finding  his  wife  in  such  an  unfor- 
tunate position  as  the  woman  in  prison  is  represented  to  be." 


120  THE   TRrAXS    OF   THE   SOLDIERS'   WIPE. 

"  I  know  the  spirit. of  the  man,"  remarked  Harry,  "  he  is  sen- 
sitive to  dishonor,  no  matter  in  what  form  or  shape  it  may  come, 
and  the  knowledge  that  his  wife  was  charged  with  robbery 
would  be  a  fearful  blow  to  his.  pride,  stern  and  unyielding  as 

it  is."  /  #  ,■:"'    A 

•ir 

"  If  it  is  his  wife,  and  she  has  committed  a  theft,  I  pity  her, 
indeed  ;  for  I  am  sure  if  she  is  the  lady  her  husband  represents^ 
nothing  but  the  most  dire  necessity  could  hare  induced  her  to 
descend  to  crime."  • 

"■Ah,  sir,"  replied  Harry,  "Heaven  only  knows  if  it  is  not 
through  want,  Alfred  Weutworth  feared  that  his-  wife  was 
living  in  penury,  for.  he  knew  that  she  was  without  adequate 
means.  If  she  has  unfortunately  been  allowed  to  suffer,  and 
her  children  to  want  with  her,  what  gratification  is  it  for  him 
to  know  that  he  was  proving  his  loyalty  to  the  South  in  a  for- 
eign prison  while  his  wife  and  children  were  wanting  bread  to 
eat  in  our  very  midst  ?  "  , 

"  It  will  indeed  be  a  sad  commentary  on  our  patriotism,"  re- 
marked Dr.  Humphries.  "  Grod  only  knows- how  willing  I  should 
have  been  to  serve  the  poor  woman  and  her  children  had  they 
applied  to  me  for  assistance." 

"  And  I  fervently  wish  that  every  heart  in  the  State  beat  with 
the  same  feeling  of  benevolence  that  yours  does,"  replied  Harry. 
"However,  this  is  no  time  to  lament  or  regret  what  is  inexor- 
able ;  we  must  see  the  child,  and  afterwards  the  mother,  for,  no 
matter  whether  they  are  the  family  of  Alfred  Werftworth  or 
not,  the  fact  of  their  being  the  wife  and  child  of  a  soldier  en- 
titles them  to  our  assistance,  and  it  is  a  debt  we  should  always 
willingly  pay  to  those  who  are  defending  our  country." 

"You  are  right,  Harry,  you  are  right,"  observed  the  Doctor, 
'•and  it  is  a  debt  that  we  will  pay,  if  no  one  else  does  it.  Do 
you  return  to  Emma,  now,"  he  continued,  "  while- 1  order  the 
buggy  to  take  us  to  the  cabin." 

Leaving  Harry,  Dr;  Humphries  went  to  the  stable  and  ordered 
the  groom  te  put  the  horse  in  the  buggy.  He  was  very  much 
moved  at  the  idea  of  a  friendless  woman  being  necessitated  to 
steal  for  the  purpose  of  feeding  her  children,  and  in  his  heart  he 
sincerely  wished  she  would  not  prove  to  be  the  wife  of  Alfred 
Wentworth.  Harry's  story  of  his  friend's  chivalrous  conduct 
to  him  at  Fort  Douelson,  as  well  as  the  high  toned  character 
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evinced  by  Alfred  during  the  few  days  acquaintance  he  had 
with  him,  had  combined  t©  procure  a  favorable  opinion  of  the 
soldier  by  Dr.  Humphries ;  at  the  same  time,  he  could  not  con- 
ceive how  any  one  could  be  so  friendless  in  aland  famed  for  the 
generous  hospitalities  of  it^jpeople,  as  the  South  is;  but  he  knew 
not,  or  rather  he  had  never  observed,  that  there  were  times  when 
the  eye  of  benevolence  and  the  hand  of  charity  were  strangers 
to  the  unfortunate. 

There  are  no  people  on  the  face  of  the  earth  so  justly  famed 
for  their  charitable  actions  as  that  of  the  Confederate  States. — ■ 
Before  the  unfortunate  war  for  s.eperation.  commenced,  every 
stranger  who  visited  their  shores  was  received  with  a  cordial 
•welcome.    The  exile  who  had  been  driven  from  his  home  on 
account  of  the  tyrany  of  the  rulers  of  his  native  land,  always 
found  a  shelter 'and  protectiom  from  the  warm  hearts  and  liberal 
hands  of  the  people  of  this  sunny  land;  and  though  often  times 
those  who  have  reieived  the  aid  and  comfort  of  the  South, 
shared  its  hospitalit||||*.  received  protection  from  their  enemies, 
and  been  esteemed  asjprothers,  have  turned  like  vipers  and  stung 
their  generous  host,  '^pill  it  passed  it  heedlessly  and  was  ever 
ready  to  do  as  much  in  the  future  as  it  had  done  in  the  past. 
As  genial  as  their  native/;lime,  as  generous  as  mortals  could  ever 
be,  those  who  sought  the  assistance  of  the  people  of  the  South 
would  find  them  ready  to  accord  to  the  deserving,  all  that  they 
desired.    It  was  indeed  a  glorious  land  ;-  blooming  with  the  love- 
liest blossoms  of  charity,  flowing  with  the  tears  of  pity  for  the 
tinfortunate,  and  resplendent  with  all  the  atributes  of  mortal's 
noblest  impulses.     Gazing  on  the  past,  we  find  in  the  days  of 
which   we  write  no  similitude  with  the  days  of  the  war.     A 
greater  curse  than  had  fallen  on'jthem  when  war  was  waged  on 
their  soil,  had  fallen  on  the  people  of  the  South  ;   all   those 
chivalrous  ideas  which  had,  given  to  her  people  a  confidence  of 
superiority  over  the  North  had  vanished  from  the  minds  of  those 
who  had  not  entered  the  Army.     It  was  in  the  "tented  field" 
that  could  be  found  those  qualities  which  make  man  the  true  no- 
bility of  the  world.     It  is  true  tbat  among  those  who  remained 
aloof  from  active  participation  in  the  bloody  contest  were  many 
men  whose  hearts  beat  with  as  magnanimous  a  pulsation  as 
could  be  found  in  those  of  the  patriots  and  braves  of  the  battle- 
field ;  but  they  were  only  flowers- in  a  garden  of  nature,  filled 
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with  poisonous  weeds  that  had  twined  themselves  over  the 
land  and  lifted  up  their  heads  above,  the  purer  plants,  which,  in- 
haling the  tainted  odor  emitted /by  them,  sickened  and  died,  or 
if  by  chance  they  remained  and  bloomed  in  the  midst  of  con- 
tamination, and  eventually  rose  ab^e  until  they  soared  over 
their  poisonous  companions,  their  "members  were  too  few  to 
make  an  Eden  of  a  desert,  and  they  were  compelled  to  see  the 
blossoms  of  humanity  perish  before  them  unrewarded  and  un- 
cared  for,  surfeited  in  the  nauseous  and  loathsome  exhalations 
of  a  cold  and  heartless  world,  without  the  hand  of  succor  being 
extended,  or  the  pitying  tear  of  earth's  inhabitants  being  shed 
upon  their  untimely  graves.  /. 

While  they,  tjie  curse  of  the  world,  how  was  it  with  them  ? 
But  one  thought,  one  desire,  filled  their  hearts ;  one  object,  one 
intention,  was  their  aim.  What  of  the  speculator  and  extor- 
tiouer  of  the  South,  Christian  as  well  as  Jew,  Turk  as  well  as 
Infidel !  From  the  hour  that  the  spirit  of  avarice  swept  through 
the  hearts  of  the  people,  the  South  became  a  vast  garden  of  cor- 
ruption, in  which  the  pure  and  uncorrupted  were  as  pearls 
among  rocks.  From  the  hour  that  their  fearful  work  after  gain 
commenced,  I'harity  fled  weeping  from  the  midst  of  the  people, 
and  the  demons  of  avarice  strode  triumphant  over  the  land,  heed- 
less of  the  cries  of  the  poverty  stricken,  regardless  of  the  moan- 
ings  of  hungry  children,  blind  to  the  sufferings  it  had  occasioned 
and  indifferent  to  the  woe  and  desolation  it  had  brought  on  the 
poor. 

But  all  this  was  seen  by  God,  and  the  voice  of  Eternity  ut- 
tered a  curse  which  will  yet  have  effect.  Even  now  as  we  write, 
the  voice  of  approaching  peace  can  be  heard  in  the  distance,  for 
the  waters  ou  which- our  bark  or*  State  has  been  tossing  for  three 
years  begins  to  grow  calmer,  while  the  haven  of  independence 
looms  up  before  us,  and  as  each  mariner  directs  his  gaze  on  the 
shore  of  liberty  the  mist  which  obscured  it  becomes  dispeled, 
until  the  blessed  resumption  of  happiness  and  prosperity  once 
more  presents  itsself,  like  a  gleam  of  sunshine  on  a  dark  and 
cheerless  road  of  life. 

The  eye  of  God  is  at  last  turned  upon  a  suffering  people.  The 
past  years  of  bloody  warfare  were  not  His  work ;  He  had  no 
agency  in  stirring  up  the  baser  passions  of  mankind  and  imbu- 
ing the  hands  of  men  in  each  others  blood,  nor  did  He  know- 
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ingly  permit  the  poor,  to  die  of  want  and  privation.  He  saw 
not  all  these,  for  the  Eye  which  "  seeth  all  things  "  was  turned 
from  the  soene  of  oar  desolation,  and  fiends  triumphed  where 
Eternity  was  not,.  Hell  reigned  supreme  where  Heaven  ruled 
not— Earth  was  but  a  plaything  in  the  hands  of  Destiny.  Phil- 
anthropy may  deny  it — Christianity  will  declare  it  heresy — man 
will  challenge  its  truth,  hut  it  is  no  less  true  than  is  the  universe 
a  fact  beyond  doubt,  and  beypnd  the  comprehension-  of  mortals 
to  discover  its  secrets.. 


CHAPTER  TWENTY-SIXTH. 

THE   RECOGNITION. 

As  soon  as  the  groom  had  prepared  the  buggy,  he  announced 
to  Dr.  Humphries  that  it  was  in  readiness.  Calling  Harry,  who 
was  again  seated  by  the  side  of  his  betrothed,  indulging  in  se- 
cret conversation,  the  Doctor  went*  into  the  street  where  the 
buggy  was. 

"I  will  drive  myself  this  morning,  John,"  he  remarked  to 
the  groom,  "  Mr.  Harry  will  go  with  me." 

"  Berry  well,  sah,"  replied  the  groom,  moving  off. 

Stepping  into  the  buggy,  followed  by  Harry,  the  Doctor  took 
the  reins  in  his  hands  and  was  about  to  drive  off. 

"  Wait  a  moment,"  observed  Harry,  "has  Elsy  gone  to  the 
cabin  ?  " 

"No,  I  forgot  all  about  her,"  answered  the  Dootoi,  "and  I 
am  glad  you  reminded  me." 

"  You  had  better  send  for  her  at  once,  and  give  her  orders  to 
proceed  immediately  to  the  cabin,"  said  Harry,  "  for  without 
her  we  wou^d  be  unable  to  know  whether  the  child  is  that  of 
Alfred  Wentworth  or  of  some  other  unfortunate  soldier." 

"  Here,  John !"  called  out  Dr.  Humphries  after  the  retreating 
form  of  the  groom*,  "  come  here  to  me„." 

The  boy  turned  back  and  returned  to  the  side  of  the  buggy. 

"  Tell  Elsy  to  come'  here  at  once,"  said  the  Doctor. 

The  boy  moved  off  to  comply  with  his  master's  order,  and  in 
a  few  moments  returned,  accompanied  by  Elsy. 
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"  Do  yon  go  to  the  old  woman's  cabin,"  said  Tfr.  Humphries, 
as  soon  as  she  had  reached  the  side  of  the  buggy,  "  and  wait 
there  until  I  arrive.  Ther^  is  no  necessity  to  mention  what  I 
am  going  there  for."  '  **' 

"  Yes  sah,"  replied  Elsy,  as  «he  turned  away  to  do  her  mas- 
ter's bidding. 

"And  now,"  remarked  the  Doctor,  "  we  -will  go  on  and  find 
out  who  these  people  are.  But  before  we  go,  I  had  better  pur- 
chase a  few  things  that  will  relieve  the  necessities  of  the  child." 

With  these  words  the  Doctor  drove  ofF,  and  on  arriving  in 
front  of  a  store,  drew  in  the  reins'  and,  alighting,  shortly  after 
returned  with  several  packages,  which  he  placed  in  the  buggy 
and,' re-entering  it,  he  drove  to  the  cabin  of  the  eld  slave.  On 
arriving  there  the  Doctor  and  Harry  found  the  old  woman  and 
the  child  seated  in  the  room  talking.  The.  boy  appeared  quite 
contented,  now  that  his  grief  at  the  loss  of  his  sister  and  de- 
parture of  his  mother  had  subsided,  and  was  laughing  merrily 
when  they  entered.  He  was  dressed  very  cleanly  and  neatly  by 
the  old  slave,  who  .had  expended  all  her  savings  in  purchasing 
suitable  cloths  for  him,  and  his  appearance  excited  the  remark 
of  the  Doctor  and  his  companion  the  moment  they  entered  the 
thr€  shold  of  the  room  and  saw  him. 

"  Good  day  sah,"  said  the  old  negro,  rising  and  curtseying 
as  soon  as  the  two  gentlemen  entered. 

"  Good  day,  Auntie,"  said  the  Doctor,  "howare  you  getting 
on." 

"  Bei  ry  well,"  answered  the  old  woman,  and  then  added,  "I'm 
mighty  glad  you  come  here  dis  day,  for  1  want  to  talk  wid  you 
'bout  dis  here  chile'." 

"  I  have  heard  all  about  him,  Auntie,"  said  the  Doctor,  "and 
have  come  here  expressly  for  the  purpose  of  learning  something 
about  his  parents." 

"  'Spose  dat  gal  Elsy  tell  you,"  observed  the  old  woman, 
snappishly,  nettled  because  she  had  not  the  opportunity  of  tell- 
ing her  master  the  tale  of  Mrs  "Wentworth  and  her  children. 

"  Yes,  Auntie,"  he  replied,  "  Elsy  told  me,  but  not  before  I 
had  asked  her  all  about  these  unfortunate  people,  so  you  must 
not  be  mad  with  her." 

"  She  might  ha'  waited  till  you  see  me  befo'  she  say  anyting 
about  it,"-  remarked  the  old  woman. 
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"  Never  mind  that,  -Auntie,"  replied  the  Doctor,  who  knew 
the  old  woman's  jealous  disposition  and  wanted  to  pacify  her. 
"  Has  Elsy  been  here  yet"?  " 
"No  sah,"  she  replied,  "I  aint  seen  her  since  niornin'" 
"  She  will  be  here  directly,  then,"  he  remarked,  and>  seating 
himself  the  Doctor  waited  the  arrival  of  Elsy.  -  1 

■  "Come  here  my  little  man,1'  said  Harry,  who  had  beefcsitting 
on  the  bed  during  the  dialogue  between  the  old  slave-  and  her 
master. 

The  child  walked  up  to  him  and  placed  his  arms  on  Harry's 
knees. 

"  What  is  your  name,"  enquired  the  young  man,  lifting  the 
child  up  on  his  knees* 

"My  name  is  Alf,"  he  replied. 
,  "  Alf  what  ?  "  asked  Harry. 
The  child  looked  at  him  enquiringly,  not  understanding  the 
question. 

"What  is  your  mother's  name,"  continued  Harry,  perceiving 
that  the  boy  was  unable  to  answer  his  question. 
"  My  ma's  name  is  Eva,"  he  answered. 
"  And  your  sister's  ?  "  asked  Harry. 

"My  sister  is  named  Ella,"  replied  the  child,  and  then  added, 
mournfully,  "  but1lfa&  is  gone  from  here ;  they  took  her  out  in 
a  little  box  and  put  her  in  the  ground,  and  Granny  says  she  is 
gone  to  heaven  ;  and  my  ma,"  he  continued,  "  some  bad  men 
carried  away,  but  Granny  says  she  will>Soon  come  back — wont 
she  ?  "  and  his  innocent  face  looked  up  confidingly  in  Harry's. 
"  Yes,  my  boy,"  he  answered,  "  your  ma  will  soon  come  back 
to  you."  -J 

"There  appears  no  doubt  of  the  identity  of  this  family,"  re- 
marked Harry  to  Dr.  Humphries,  after  a  short  pause,  "every- 
thing we  have  yet  discovered  indicates  that  Alfred  Wentworth's 
wife  and  children  have  passed  a  fearful  life  since  their  expulsion 
from  New  Orleans." 

"Poor  woman  and  children,"  observed  the  Doctor,  dashing 
away  a  tear,  "could  I  have  known  their  penury,  I  should  have 
been  only  glad  to  relieve  them,  and  even  now,  it  is  not  too  late 
for  us  to  benefit  this  child  and  his  mother.  As  soon  as  Elsy  ar- 
rives here  I  shall  remove  the  boy  to  my  house  and  visit  the 
mother  in  jail. 
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"  I  do  not  think  it.  advisable  to  move  the  child  until  you  have 
succeeded  in  obtaining  the  release  of  Mrs.  Wentworth,"  an- 
swered Harry.  "  His  father  may  chance  to  see  him,  and,  under 
the  circumstances,  would  discover  where  his  wife  was ;  which 
discovery  I  desire  to  avoid  as  long  as  possible.  The  best  thing 
that  you  can  do  is  to  leave  the  boy  here  for  twenty-four  hours 
longer,  by  which  time  bail  can  be  procured  for  his  mother,  and 
I  shall  endeavor  to  silence  the  charge,  so  that  there  may  be  no 
necessity  for  a  trial." 

"  May  not  Mr.  Wentworth  see  the  child  and  recognize  him 
before  we  have  accomplished  his  mother's  release,"  enquired  the 
Doctor. 

"I  do  not  think  it  likely,"  he  replid.  "Alfred  will  not  visit  so 
remote  a  vicinity,  and  the  child  need,  not  be  carried  into  the 
business  portion  of  the  city." 

"  I  shall  leave  him  here,  then,  as  you  think  it  advisable,"  re- 
marked the  Doctor  ;  "  it  cannot  injure  him  to  remain  in  this 
cabin  for  a  day  longer,  whiie  it  might  lead  to  unpleasant  discov* 
eries  should  he  be  removed."  ; 

Harry  and  the  old  gentleman  remained  silent  for  some  time, 
when  Elsy  entered  the  room.  No  sooner  did  the  girl  see  the 
boy  than  she  recognized  her  master's  child,  and  taking  him  in 
her  arms  caressed  him  with  all  the  exhibitions  of  affection  the 
negro  is  capable  of. 

"  Dis  am  Mas  Alfred  own  chile."  she  exclaimed  to  Harry  and 
the  old  gentleman,  "and  who  would  thought  dat  him  would  be 
libin'  here." 

"  I  supposed  it  was  your  master's  child,  my  good  girl,"  ob- 
served the  Doctor,  and  then  added,  as  he  rose  from  his  seat, 
"  you  can  stay  here  with  him  until  dark,  when  you  had  better 
return  home  ;  meanwhile,  I  do  not  wish  you  to  let  Mr.  Went- 
worth know  that  his  wife  and  child  are  in  this  city,  nor  do  I 
wish  you  to  take  him  out  of  this  cabin.  Come  Harry,"  he  con- 
tinued, "let  us  go  now  and  see  the  mother;  she  will  be  able  to 
give  us  full  details  of  her  unfortunate  life  and  to  inform  us  of 
the  cause  for  which  she  is  in  prison." 

Leaving  the  cabin,  the  two  gentlemen  re-entered  the  buggy 
and  drove  to  the  Mayor's  office.  Finding  him  absent,  they  pro- 
ceeded to  his  residence,  and,  after  briefly  narrating  the  tale  of 
Mrs.  Wentworth  and  her  family,  requested  permission  to  visit 
her. 
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"  Certainly,  my.  dear  sirs,"  replied  Mr.  Manship,  such. being 
the  name  of  the  Mayor,  "  take  a  seat  while  I  write  you  an  order 
of  admittance." 

In  a  few  minutes  the  order  to  admit  Dr.  Humphries  and  hia 
companion  in  the  female's  ward  of  the  prison  was  written.  Re- 
turning thanks  to  the  Mayor,  the  two  gentlemen  started  for  the 
prison,  and  on  showing  the  permit,  were  ushered  into  the  cell 
occupied  by  Mrs  Wentworth. 

"Good  God  J"  exclaimed  Harry,  as  he  looked  upon  the  squalid 
and  haggard  form  of  the  broken  hearted  Woman,  "this  surely 
cannot  be  the  wife  of  Alfred  Wentworth." 

Mrs-  Wentworth  had  paid  no  attention  to  the  visitors  when 
they  first  entered,  but  on  hearing  her  husband's  name  pro- 
nounced, rose  from  her  crouching  position  and  confronted  the 
speaker.  The  name  of  the  one  she  loved  had  awoke  the  slum- 
bering faculties  of  the  woman,  and,  like  a  flash  of  electricity  on 
a  rod  of  steel,  her  waning  reason  flared  up  for  a  moment. 

"■  You  spoke  my  husband's  name,"  she  said  in  a  hoarse  tone, 
"  what  of  him  ?  " 

"  He  is  my  friend,  madam,"  replied  Harry,  "  and  as  such  I 
have  called  to  see  you,  so  that  you  may  be  removed  from  this 
place." 

"Thank  you,"  she  answered;  "yours  is  the  first  voice  of 
charity  I  have  listened  to  since  lie  ft  New  Orleans,  .but  it  is 
too  late  ;  I  have  nothing  now  to  live  for.  Adversity  has  visited 
me  until  nothing  but  disgrace  and  degradation  is  left  of  a  woman 
who  was  once  looked  upon  as  a  lady." 

"There  is  no  necessity  for  despondency,  my  good  madam," 
observed  Dr.  Humphries.  "  The  misfortunes  which  have  at- 
tended you  are  such  as  all  who  were  thrown  in  your  situation 
are  subject  to.  Our  object  in  coming  here,"  he  continued, 
"  is  to  learn  the  true  cause  of  your  being  in  this  wretched  place. 
Disguise  nothing,  but  speak  truthfully,  for  there  are  times  when 
crimes  in  some  become  necessity  in  others." 

"  My  tale  is  briefly  told,"  she  answered.  "Forced  by  tire 
cruelty  of  a  villian  to  leave  my  comfortable  home  in  New  Or- 
leans, I  sought  refuge  in  the  Confederate  lines.  I  anticipated 
that  refugees  would  meet  with  a  wilcome  from  the  more  fortu- 
nate people  of  the  South.  In  that  I  was  disappointed  ;  for  when 
my  means  gave  out,  and  every  endeavor  to  procure  work  to  feed 
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my  children  had  failed — when  I  had  not  a  dollar  to-purchase 
bread  for  my  innocent  babes,  I  applied  for  assistaqce.     None 
but  the  most  dire  necessity  would  have  prompted  me  to  such  & 
step,  and,  Oh,  God  !  when  it  was  refused — when  the^paltry  pit- 
tance I  asked  for  was  refused,  the  hope  which  I  had  clung'so 
despairingly  to,  vanished,  and  I  felt  myself  indeed  a  miserable 
woman.     Piece  after  piece  of  furniture  went,  until  all  was  gone 
■^-my  clothing  was  next  sold  to  purchase  bread.    The  miser-able 
life  I  led,  the  hours  spent  with  my  cbilden  around  me  crying  for 
bread — the  agonizing  pangs,  which  rent  my  mother's  heart  when 
I  felt  I  could  not  comply  with  their  demand — all — all  combined 
to  make  me  an  object  of  abject  misery.     But  why  describe  my 
sufferings?     The  balance  of  my  tale  is  short.     I  was  forced  put 
of  the  shelter  I  occupied  because  I  could  not  pay  the*  owner  his 
rent.     My  oldest  child  was  then  ill,  and  in  the  bleak  night  wind, 
canopied  by  heaven  alqne,  I  was  thrust,  homeless,  from  a  shel- 
ter owned  by  a  man  whose  wealth  should  have  made  him  pause 
ere  he  performed  such  an  ,acf .     With  my  sick  child  in  my  anna 
I  wandered,  I  knew  not  where,  until  I  found  she  had  fainted. 
Hurrying  to  a  small  cabin  on  the  road,  I  entered  and  there  dis- 
covered an  old  negro  woman.     From  the  lips  of  a  slave  I  first 
heard  words  of  kindness,  and  for  the  first  time  aid  was  extend- 
ed to  me.   Applying  restoratives,  my  child  revived  and  I  waited 
until  next  morning,  when  I  returned  once  more  to  ask  for  aid. 
A  paltry  sum  was  handed  to  me,  more  for  the  sake  of  getting 
rid  of  the  mendicant  than  to  relieve  my  distress.   I  felt  that  the 
sum  offered  was  insufficient  to  supply  the  dem&hds  of  my  sick 
daughter  and  my  starving  boy.     I  was  turning  in  despair  aw^ay 
when  my  eye  lit  upon  a  package  of  money  .resting  on  the  safe. 
For  a  moment  I  hesitated,  but  the  thought  of  my  children  rose 
uppermost  in  my  mind,  and,  seizing  the.  package  I  hurried  from 
the  store." 

"  So  you  did  take  the  money,"  said  Harry. 

"  Yes,"  she  replied,  "  but  it  did  me  little  good,  for  when  the 
doctor  was  called  he  pronounced  my  daughter  beyond  medical 
skill.  She  died  that  evening,  and  all  the  use  to  which  the  money 
was  appropriated,  was  the  purchase  of  a  coffin." 

"  Then  the — the — ''  said  Harry,  hesitating  to  use  the  word 
theft,  "  then,  it  was  not  discovered  that  you  had  taken  the 
money  until  your  child  was  dead  and  buried." 


THE    TRIALS    OF    THIi  "SOLDIER'S    WIFE.  ,  129 

■  "  No,"  -she  said,  "listen— my  child  laj  enrobed  iff  her  gar- 
ment of  death,- and  the  sun  was  fast  declining- in  the  west,  when 
STr.'Swartz  and  two  Constables  entered  the  room  and  arrested 
me."  On  my  bended  knees  I  appealed  to  him  riotto  tear  me  from 
the/body  of  my  child-   Yes^'  she  continued,  excitedly,  "I  prayed 
to  him  in  the  mosti  abject  manner  to  leave  me  until  my  child 
was  buried.    My  prayers  were  unavailing,  and  from  the  window 
of  this  cell I-witnessed  a.  lonely  hearse  pass  by,  followed  by- 
none  other  than :my  infant  boy.  and  the  kind  old  negro.     Oh 
God !  'Oh  God  !  ".  she  went  on,  burstingintO  tears  and  throwing 
keyself 'on  the  wretched  pallet'  in  the  cell^"imy  cup  of  misery 
W$.s  then  full,  and  I  had  drained  itftp  the  -very  dregs.    I  have 
ifOthing  more"  to  live  for  now,  and  the  few'  days  longer  I  have 
lo-'fpend  on  earth  can  be  passed  as  well  in  a  prison  as  in  a  man- 
sion." 

"  Not  so,"  interrupted  Dr.  Humphries,  "I  trust  you  will  live 
many,  many  years  longer,  to  be  a  guardian  to  your  child  and  a 
comfort  to  your  husband." 

•  "It  cannot  be,"  she  answered  sadly.  "The  brain,  over- 
wrought, will  soon  give  way  to  madness,  and  then  a  welcome 
death  will  spare  me  tne  life  of  a  maniac.  I  do  not  speak  idly," 
she  continued,  observing  the  look  they  cast  upon  her;  "from 
the  depths  of  my  mind,  a  voice  whispers  that  my  troubles  on 
earth  will  soon  be  o'er.  I  have  one  desire,  however,*and  should 
like  to  see  it  granted." 

"  Let  me  know  what  that  is,"  remarked  Dr.  Humphries,  "and 

if  it  lies  in  my  power  it  shall  be  accorded  to  you  with  pleasure.'1 

"  Your  companion  spoke  of  my  husband  as  his  friend ;  doe- 

Iio  know  where  he  is  at  present,  and  if  so,  can  I  not  see  him  '?' 

"I  promise  that  you  shall  see  your  husband  before  many  days 

," Until  you  are  removed  from  this  place  I  do  not  think  it  advi??. 

Me,  but,"  continued  Harry,  "I  shall,  on  leaving  this  place,-  en 

deavor  to  secure  your  release." 

Mrs.  Wentworth.made  no  answer,  and,  speakiag  a  few  word: 
of  consolation  and'  hope  to,  her,  the  two  gentlemen  left  th< 
prison.  The  next  jjaorning  Harry  called  on  the  Mayor  and  aske 
if-  Mrs.  Wentwojfth  eould  be  bailed,  but  on  his  honor  mention 
ing  that  her  trial  would  come  off  the  next  day,  the  court  bavin 
|  met  that  evening,  he  determined  to  await  the  trial,  "confiden 
Ithat  she'Vould  be  acquitted  when  the  facts  of  the  case  we; 
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made  known  to  the  jury.  On  the  same -day  he  met  Alfred? 
Wentworthi  who  informed  him  that  he  was  more  strongly  im- 
pressed than  ever  in  the  belief  that  the  pretended  Englishman- 
was  a  spy.  ,.    .  ;--/;•  '   :.■<; 

"  I  will  inform  you  of  a  plan  that  will  prove  whether  you  are 
right  or  not,"  observedjHarry,  when  he  had  concluded.  "  To- 
morrow at  about  three  o'clock  in. the  evening  persuade  him  %6: 
visit  the  Court  House.  I  will  bepfresent,  and  ifiie  is  really  the 
spy  you  imagine,  will  have  full  evidence  against  him."  . 

"  What  evidence  ?"  enquired  Alfred.  '>" 

"Never  do  you  mind,"  he  replied,  "just  bring  him  and  there 
will  be  plenty  6f  evidence  found  to  convict  him  if  he  is  a  spy. 
By  the  way,"  he  continued,  "  you  said  you  suspected  him  to  be 
the  same  man  who  caused  your  wife  to  be  turned  out  of  New 
Orleans?" 

"  Yes,"  Alfred-answered,  "  but  why  do  you  ask  3  " 

"  Oh,  nothing  in  particular,"  he  replied,  "  only  in  the  event 
of  his  being  Awtry",  you  will  have  a  double  motive  in  finding, 
out  whether  he  is  a  spy  or  not." 

"  You  are  right,"  observed  Alfred,  "but  whether  he  is  Aw- 
try or  not,  I  should  deem  it  my  duty  to  the  Government  to 
ferret  out  the  true  status  of  that  man,  and  to  have  him  brought 
to  justice  if  he  is  really  a  spy.  Your  request  to  carry  him  to 
the  Court  House  is  a  strange  one,  and  I  will  cheerfully  comply 
with  it,  although  I  cannot  see  how  his  being  there  will  enable 
us  to  make  the,discovery." 

"  Leave  that  to  me,"  answered  H  irry,  "and  content  yourself 
with  believing  that  I  am  certain  it  will  prove  whether  he  is  an 
Englishman  or  a  Yankee."  •  .'"..       ../■': 

With  that  the  two  friends  departed  and  Harry  returned  home 
much  perplexed  at  the  manner  be  had  arranged  for  the  husband, 
and  wife  to  meet.  ' 


CHAPTER  TWENTY-SEVENTH.    ■* 

TRIAL    OF    MRS.    WEJSTTWOETH — THE    ADVOCATE.  "'     :.''' 

The  morning  for  the  trial  of  Mrs.  Wentworth  arrived,  and?: 
at  the  hour  of  ten  she  appeared  in  the  court.  Her  appearance-* 
was  changed  since  we  last  saw  hei .     The  kind  hearted  daughter 
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pf  Dr.  Humphries  had  visited  her  the  day  Jbefore  with  a  supply 
of  clothing,  and  though  her  features  retained  their  haggard  and 
careworn  expression^  none  who  looked  upon  her  as  she  entered 
tfie  court  room  could  ^have*  failed  to 'perceive  that  she  was  a  lady 
and  unlike  a  majority  of  females  brought  before  a  jury  to  an-- 
sWer  grave  charges.  Her  case  did  not  excite  any.  notice  until 
she  appeared,  when  the  pinched  and  sharp  face  presented  to  the 
spectators^  and  the  evidence  her' lady-like  demeanor  gave  of  her 
being  a  different  siibject  from  that  usually  presented,  awoke,  a 
feMing  of  interest  in  the  crowd,and  many  enquiries  were  made 
of"  the  nature  'of  the  charge  made  against  her.  None,  however, 
zfou'ld  inform  the  inquisitors,-  and  they  awaited  the  reading  of 
the  charges.  ,.*'"/ 

As  Mrs.  Wentworth  entered  the  room  she  cast  a  look  at  the 
jury  box,  and  a  shudder  came  over  her  as  she  perceived  Mr.  El- 
der sitting  among,  the  jurymen.     She  knew  that;*^  would  not 
.favor  the  dismissal  of  the  case;  but  a  gleam  of? hope  presented 
itselfiUp  the  person  of  Dr.  Mallard,  who-  she  believed  to  be  a 
good  man,  notwithstanding  Lis  abrupt  and  true  remarks  at  the 
.bedside'  of  her  dying  child."  These  were  the  only  two  persons 
present  she  knew,  save  and  except  Mr.  .Swartz,  who  stood  neai 
by,  r§ady  to  give  his  evidence  against  her.     But  from  him  she 
,  expected  nothing ;  nor  did  she  intend  to  ask  one  word  of  favoi 
ror- mercy.     There  was  no1  disposition  within  her  to  sue  for  mercy 
'  nor  did  she  purpose  denying  or  palliating  her  having  taken  th< 
money."  , .  '        ■ .  * 

After  the  usual  delay,  Mes.  Wentworth  was  placed  in  th< 

prisoners'\£tand  and  the  charges  preferred  against  her.     In  hi 

'-usual  style  Mr.  Swartz  proceeded  to  narrate  his  basinets  connec 

tion  with  the  accused,  and  stated  that  he  had  done  every  thin; 

■he /possibly  could  for  her,  b.ut,that,  not  satisfied  with  receiyini 

hi^.bounty,  she  had  stolen  his  money.     His  story  was  given  i; 

a  conclusive  and  plausible  manner,-  and  on  his  clerk  certifyin: 

to  what  his  employer  Sad  said,  the  chances  for  the  accused  ar 

peared  very  dim.-  What  added  more  to  the  evidence  again s 

^jher,  wasijh^  gondnct  of  Mr.  Elder,   -who,  rising  from  his  sea 

briefly  stWd  that,  from  his  intercourse  with  her,  he  believe 

Mrs.  Wentworth  to  be  an  unprincipled  and  dishonest  womai 

^  V  On  what  ground  do  you  ra.d:e  that  assertion,  Mr.  Elder  ? 

enquired  the  Judge. 
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"As  I  stated  before,  in  my  intercourse  with  her,"  he  replied 

"  And  may  I  ask  o£  jwhat  nature^,  your  intercourse,  wfs  ?  -': 
asked -the  Judge.  '  . 

"It  would  delay  the  court  were  I  to  State  what  business 
transactions  have  taken  place  between  this  Woman  and  myself,'' 
answered  Mr.'  Elder.  t(i  When  I  arose,  it  was  simply  to;  state 
my  belief  in  her  dishonesty." 

"You  should  have  appeared  on  the  witness'  box,  if  you  de 
sired  to  give  evidence  against  the  accused,"  remarked  the  Judge 
"As  it  stands,  your  assertions  cannot  be  taken  as  evidence 
against  her.  If  you  desire  to  appear  as  a  witness  for  the  accu 
ser,  say  so,  and  I  will  then  be  prepared  to  hear  what  you -ma} 
have  to  say."         ..  ;        , 

"I  have  no  such  desire,"  replied  Mr.  Elder,  seating  himself 

"And  now  my  good  woman,"  said  the  Judge,  turning  tO'Mrs 
Wentworth,  who  had  remained  a  silent  listener  to  all  that  hac 
been  said  against  her,  "let  me  know  what  you  may  have  to  sa] 
against  the  charges  brought  against  you.  By  your  appearand 
and  general  demeanor  you  have  seen  better  days,  and,  itTs-  2 
source  of  regret  that  I  should  see  any  one  bearing  evidence,  o: 
once  living  in  a  different  sphere  from  the  one  you  now  occu 
py,  brought  before  me  on  a  charge  of  robbery.  Let  me  now 
know  what  you  have  to  say  on  this  charge." 

"  I  can  say  nothing,"  she  replied. 

"  Well,  then,  do  you  plead  guilty,  or  not  guilty  ?"  asked  the 
Judge. 

"Not  Guilty  !"  thundered  Harry,  in  an  excited  manner.  He 
had  been  unavoidably  delayed  from  accompanying  Mrs. 
Wentworth  to  the  Court  House,  and  had  just  arrived,'"  "  Not 
guilty !  I  repeat,  and,  as  counsel  for  the  accused,  I  beg  leave  to 
make  a  few  remarks." 

"  Certainly,  Lieutenant  Skackleford,"  answered  the  Judge, 
who  knew  Harry  well. 

The  remarks  of  Harry,  and  his  excited  ..manner,  awoke  the 
waning  interest  in  the  case,  and  the  crowd  clustered  closer 
round  the  railings.  .  .. 

"  Your  honor,  and  gentlemen  of  the  Jury,"  bega^|Haf ry, 
as  soon  as  he  had  become  calm  enough  to  speak:  "  It  is  now 
nearly  two  years  f-ince  I  appeared  in  a  civil  capacity  before  a 
court  of  justice,  and  I  had  thought  that  while  this  war  lasted 
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my'services  would''  have  been  solely  on  the  battle-fields  of  my 
country,  and  hot  in  the  halls  w*bere  law  is  dispensed.  Bat  the 
case  which  I  have  appeared  to  defend,  is  so  nnlike  those  you 
ordinarily  have  before  your  honorable  body,  that  I  have,  for  a 
while,  thrown  off  the  armor  of  the  soldier,  and  once  more*  ap- 
pear as  the  lawyer.  You  will  pardon  my  apparent  digression 
from  the  subject  at  issue,  but  as  I  see  many  looks  of  surprise  at 
my  seemingly  strange  conduct,  I  deem  it  but  justice  to  myself 
that  I  should  explain  my  motive  for  so  acting. 

i   "  It  is. now  nearly  two  years  agb  that  a  soldier  in  a happy  and 

fcomfor table  home  in  New  Orleans  bade  adieu  to  a  fond  wife 

\  -  ■  - 

and,  two  promising  children.  As  the  tear-drop  trickled  down 
the  cheek  'of  his  lovely  and  blooming  wife,  he  whispered  a  word 
of  comfort  and  solace  to  her,  and  bade  her  be  cheerful,  for  the 
dark  cloud*which  covered  the  political  horizon  of  his  country 
would  soon  tie  dispelled  by  the  bright,  sunshine  of  liberty.  But 
the  tear  that  fell  pn  her  cheek  was,  not  of  regret ;  for  she  felt 
that  Jn  leaving  her  he  obeyed  the  call  of  his  country,  and  was 
but  pertbiining  a  duty  he  owed  to  his  native  South.  The  tear 
was  brushed  away,  and  she  smiled  in  his  face  at  the  glowing 
words  of  hope  and  comfort  he  spoke  to  her.  They  were  full  of 
promise,  and  as  each  gylteble  fell  on  her  ear,  they  awoke  an 
echo  in  her  heart,  until  tlfe  love  of  the  wife  paled  before  the  en- 
thusiastic patriotism  of  the  Southern  woman,  and  the  dangers 
.of  theJbattle-field  became  hidden  before  the  vision  of  the  honor 
and  glory  which  awaited  the  patriot  hero.  Then 'she  bade  him 
adieu  v?i;h  a  smile,  and  they  departed,  fall  of  love  and  hope. — 
Oh !  gentlemen,  let  me  take .  a  glance  back  at  the  home  and 
household  war  had  tnen  severed.  Before  our  treacherous  enemy 
hzl  proclaimed  war  against  us,  this  soldier's  home  was  a  model 
of  earthly  joy  and  felicity.  It  is  true,  there  was  no  wealth  to 
be  found  there,  but  there  was.  a  bright  and  more  glorious  gilt 
than  wealth  can  command;,  there  fcas  happiness,  and  this,]  com- 
bined with  the  love  borne  by  this  soldier  for  his  wife,  served  to 
make  them  pass  their  years  of  wedded  life  in  comfortable  union. 
Years  pass  over  their  heads,  and  two  children  are  sent  to  bless 
them,  and  they  were  cherished  as  priceless  gifts.  When  the 
caJl  to  arms  "resounded  through  the  South,  this  husband,  like 
thousands  of  others,  ceased  his  civil  pursuits,  and  enlisted  under 
the  banner  of  his  country.     None  but  the  purest  and  loftiest 
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motives  of  patriotism,  and  a  sense  of  duty,  prompted  him  to 
-the  step;  and  though  he  knew  that  in  so  doing  he  would  leaye^ 
his  Wife  deprived  of  her  natural  protector,  and  subject , to  priva-^ 
tions,  he  thought,  and  with  every  right,  that  those,  who  re- 
mained at  home  would  shield  a  soldier's  wife  from  danger,  and 
he  trusted  on  the  means  at  his  disposal  to  keep  her  from  penury 
aind  destitution.  After  making  preparation  for  his  wife  and 
children;  he  bade  them  adieu,  as  I  have  described  already,  and 
departed  for  Virginia,  whose  soil  had  already  been  invaded  by 
the  vandals  of  the  North. 

"And  now;  gentlemen,  lest  you 'should  think  by  my  intima- 
ting that  this  soldier  was  not  wealthy,  I  meant  he  was  also  poor 
'in  society,  I  will  state  that  he  and  his  wife  held  as  high  a  posi- 
tion in  the  social  circle  of  New  Orleans' asthe  most  favored  of 
fortune.  His  wife,  this  unfortunate  lady,  who  now  stands  be- 
fore you  charged  with  theft,  is  the  daughter  of  one  who  was 
once  wealthy,  but  on  whom  adversity  fell  shortly  before  her 
marriage.  Think  not  that. the  haggard  and  careworn  features" 
before  you  were  always  such.  There  was  a  time,  not  long  dis- 
tant, when  the  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty  could  b#seen  in  that 
sunken  cheek  and  that  sharpened,  face ;  but  adversity  has  re- 
duced one  of  God's  fairest  works, to  the  wretched  and  unfortUr 
•nate  condition  she  is  now  in.  Pardon  my  digression,  for  the 
tale  I  have  to  tell  cannot  be  briefly  recited ;  it  is  necessary  that" 
I  shall  speak  in  full,  and  though  I  may  tire  you  by  my  lengthy 
remarks,  yOu  must  hear  t*hem  with  patience,  for  they  are  neces- 
sary in  this  defence,  and  are  equally  needed  to  hold  up  to  the 
scorn  and  contempt  of  every  patriotic  spirit  in  the  land,  two 
men  who  have  disgraced  their  sex  and  entailed  misery,  aye,  and 
degradation,  on  an  unfortunate  woman."  ^ 

"  If  his  honor,  the  judge,  will  permit  me,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Elder,  "  I  should  like  to  decline  serving  as  a  juryman  on  this 
case." 

"  Silence  !  "  exclaimed.  Harry,  before  the  judge  could  reply. 
-'You  are  already  sworn  in,  and  I  desire  that  you  shall  remain 
where  you  are." 

"  I  cannot  possibly  ex'cuse  you,  Mr.  Elder,"  remarked  the 
judge,  in  a  tor.e  of  surprise,  "the  case  has  progressed  too  far 
already  for  any  excuse.  Continue,  Lieutenant  Shackleford,*'  he 
continued,  speaking  to  Harry. 
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"«As  I  was  observing,"  Harry  went  on,  "this  soldier  departed 
for  Virginia,  and  shortly  after  his  departure,  a  villain,  who  had 
addressed  his  wife  in  former  years  and  been  rejected,  assumed 
the  sheep' s,garb  and  resumed  his  aoquaintapce^withher.'' Jfany 
were,  the 'kindnesses  he  extended  towards  her,  and  the  delicate 
manner  in^which  Tie  performed  those  little  acts  of,  courtesy,  that 
lead  a  charm  to  society,  disarmed  any  suspicion  of  .bis  sincerity 
of  purpose.  But  under  the  guise  of  friendship,  the  villain,  de- 
signed to  overcome^  a  lonely  woman.  With  th^d  subtlety  and 
deception  which  every  roue  possesses,  he  ingratiated  himself  in 
her  confidence  andjfavor  until  she  began  to  regard  him  in  the 
light  of,  a  brother.  But  the  hour  approached  when  the  mask 
he  had  worn  so  long  would  be  thrown  aside  and  his  unhallowed 
desires  be  avowed.  The  soldier  was  taken  prisoner  at  Fort 
Donelson,  and  within  four  months  after,  New  Orleans  fell.  Then 
the  persecutions*,  of  the  unprincipled  villain  commenced.  #A 
Northern  man,  he  did  not  at  the.  commencement  of  the  war 
avow  his  sympathies  to  be  with  the  people  of  his  section,  but, 
pretending  friendship  for  the  South,  remained  in  our  midst  until 
Butler  and  his  infamous  cohorts  had  gained  possession  of  the 
city,  when  he  proclaimed  himself  a  Unionist,  and  gaining  the 
favor  of  that  disgrace  to  the  name  of  man,  was  soon  able  to  in- 
timidate the  cowardly  or  beggar  the  brave.  One  of  his  first 
attempts  was  to  compel  this  lady  to  yield  to  his  hellish  passions. 
With  contempt  she  spurned  his  offers  and  ordered  him  never 
more  to  cross  the  threshold  of  her  house.  Swearing  vengeance 
against  her,  he  left,  and  on  the  following  morning  she  received 
an  order  to  leave  the  limits  of  the  city,  that  day,  and  prepare 
to  enter  the  Confederate  lines.  The  dangers  which  then 
threatened  her,  she  deemed  vanished,  for  she  feared  more  to 
remain  in  the  mid<t  of  our  enemies  th;m  to  enter  our  lines. 
The  order  was  therefore  received  with  joy,  and  she  prepared 
to  depart.  Though  a  pang  of  sorrow  may  ha\  e  filled  her  heart 
at  being  compelled  to  relinquish  her  comfortable  home,  though 
she  saw  before  her  days,  weeks,  months,  perhaps  years  of 
hardship,  not  one  feeling  of  lemorse  at  having  rejected  the 
offers  of  a  libertine,  ever  entered  the  mind  of  the  soldier's  wife. 
The  time  at  length  arrived  for  her  to  depart,  and  with  her  two 
children,  a  few  ai  ticl  s  of  clothing,  and  a  small  sum  of  money, 
the  was  placed  within  our  lines,  far  from  any  human  habitation, 
and  left  to  find  a  shelter  as  best  she  cou'4. 
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"To  this  city  sfce'bent  Iier  footsteps,'  and  here  she  anticipated 
finding  an  asylum  for  herself,  and  children.    Gentlemen,  we  all- 
well  know,  '  jt'bat,  unfortunately >.  for  o&r .  cause  and  country,  .the;v 
evils  .Speculation  and  Extortion,  had  spread  their  leprous  wings 
and  covered  pur  land  wttli- .destitution.    To  a  man  of  this  city, 
whOj  before  the:  world's  eye,  appeared  the  Christian  and  t^e 
man  of  benevolence,  but  who  in  his.  dealings  with  his  felloe 
men,  wag  as§vile  an  extortioner  as  the  most  heartless;  to  this 
man  she  went  and  hired  a  room  in  which  to  fijad  a  shelter. 
Finding  she  was:  a  refugee  and  fearing  an  evil  day,  he  bound 
her  down  by  law  to  suffer  ejectment  the  moment  she  could  no 
longer,  pay  the  rent.     Ignorant  of  the  weapon  she  placed  in  his 
hands,  she  signed  the  deed,  and  after  paying  a  portion  of  the 
rent  in  advance,  left  him  and  assumed  possession.    Mark  well, 
gentlemen,   what  I  have  said.      In  his   action    Ave    find    no 
Christianity — no  benevolence ;   nothing  but '  the  spirit,  of  the 
extortioner  is  here  manifested.    There  is  no  feeling  of  sorrow" 
shown  at  her  unfortunate  position,  no.  disposition  evinced  to 
shield  the  helpless  mother  and  her  babes.      No !  we  find  his 
actions  narrowed  down  to  the  sOrdidness  of  the  miser,  the 
avariciousness  of   the  extortioner.     A  feeling   of   surprise  at 
such  conduct  may  flit  across  your  bosoms,  gentlemen,  and  you 
may  perchance  doubt  that,  I  can  show. a.  man  of  this  city,  so 
bereft  of  charity,  so  utterly  oblivious  to  all  the  better  feelings- 
of  humanity,  but  I  shall  before-  long  call  his  name,  and  give 
such  evidence  of  the  truth  of  rr:"y  assertions,  as  will  be  beyond 
contradiction  or  doubt. 

"'To  another  man  the  soldier's  wife  went  ibr  the  purpose  of 
purchasing  a  few  articles  of  furniture.  Of  him  I  have  little  to 
say  at  present.  It  is  true  that  without  earing  who  and  what 
she  was,  his  merchandise  was  sold  to  i.er  at  the  speculator's 
■price.  But  he  had  the  right  to  '.-barge  whatever  he  please-'!, 
and  therefore  I  Lave  nothing  to  say  against  him  lor  that. 

"Weeks  passed  on,  and  the  soldier's  wife  found  herself 
without  the  means  of  purchasing,  food  ibr  her  children.  The 
hour  had  at  last  arrived  when  she.  was  utterly-  destitute.  In 
the  meantime  her  husband  lay  in  a  foreign  prison,  ignorant  of 
the  unhappy  fate  his  wife  was  undergoing.  Many  are  the 
nights  we  have  walked  to  and  fro  on  the  grounds  of  Camp 
Douglas,  and  often  Las  he  spoken  to  me  t f  his  absent  wife  and 
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children.  I  know  him,  gentlemen,  and  never  in  the  breast  of 
man  beat  a  heart  truer  than  his,  nor  in  the  minds  of  God's 
mortals  were  <there  ever  finer  and  nobler'  impulses.  While  he 
was  thus  suffering  confinement  for  his  country's  sake,  his  wife 
and  children  were^  here — in  our  very  midst,  starving  I  •  Aye, 
starving !  Think  of  it,  gentlemen — that  in  the  midst  of  those 
who  were  supposed  to 'be  friends— the  Wife'and  children  of  a 
patriot  were  allowed, £o  starve;  Great  God!  is  there  on  earth 
a  spectacle  so- fearful  to  behold  as  starvation?  And  is  it  not 
enough  to  evoke  the  .wrath  of  the  Infinite,  when  men,  sur- 
rounded by  all  that  wealth  can  afford*  refuse  to  aid  and  succor  • 
meir  starving  fellow  creatures  ? 

"You  may  think  that  no  man  can  be  found  who  would 
refuse,  br  I  tell-you,  gentlemen,  that  that  man  who  now  stands 
before  you,  avss  appealed  to  by  this  lady^  the  accused,  after  she 
had  disposed  of  every  piece  of  furniture  in  the  room,  save  and 
except  the  bed  on  which  her  children  slept.  The  appeal'  was 
rejected,  and,  despairing  of  help,  she  offered  and  sold  to  him 
the  last  remaining  article  of  furniture.  Here  now  is  the 
picture.  -He  could  not  lend  or  give  her  a  paltry  pittance ;  and 
why,  forsooth  ?  Because,  the  money -would  not  yield  him- a^ 
profit,  and  there  was  a  chance  of  his  losing  it.  But  the 
moment  she  offered  to  dispose  of  -the  bed,  he  purchased  it,  for 
in  it  did  the  proiit  of  the  speculator  lie  hidden,  and  on  it  could 
he  get  his  money  doubled.  Think  not,  gentlemen,  that  the  tale 
yon  have  listened  to  from  him  is  the  true  one.  It  is  a  varnished 
and  highly  colored  evidence,  beneath  which  a  wide  extent  of 
■corruption  can  be  seen,  the  moment  its  curtain  is  removed. 

"'The  platan oe  thus  obtained  serves  but  <a  short  time,  and 
they  are  again  reduced  to  want.  The  eldest  child — a  lovely 
daughter,  is  taken  ill,  and  while  lying  on  a  heap  of  rags  in  a 
corner  oC  the  room,  the  man  <.-alls  and  demands  his  rent.  The 
poor  woman  has  no  money  to  satisfy  his  demands  and  he  orders 
her  4,0  leave.  She  appeals  to  him,  points  to"  her  ill  child ;  but 
her  nrayers  are  -unavailing — and.  in  the  hour  of  nijjht  she 
is  thrr.st  from  me  room,  home-loss,  penniless,  friendless! 
Yes!  he — that  man  who  now  s-its  in  the  jury-box — he — Mr. 
Smler,  the  so-caHed  Christian  and  man  of  Charity — he, 
ejected  t-h.s  helpless  woman  from  the  shelter  and  forced  her  to 
war.dt-:-  .n  the  nhjd-t  ah  -.v'th  j^r  s-h.-k  child — her  -tarv'asr  babe-. 
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He— the  eatf<y-to'oner"— 'continued  Harry,  with  every  feature 
expressing;  the  utmost  scorn,  ','  turnfed  her  from  the :  wretched 
home  she  had  found  here,  and  left  her  to  die  on  the  sidewalks, 
.like  the  "veriest  beggar.  No  touch  of  pity  for  the  child;  no 
feeling  of  sorrow  for,  the  innocent  angel,  no  thought,  of,  tne 
patriot  lingering  in  prison,  ever  entered  the  mind  of  ^he 
extortioner.  -There  was  nothing  but  self  then,  nothing,  but  ibe 
promptings  of  his  own  avarice,  which  could  view  with  inditter-. 
ence  the  miseries  of.  others',  so  long  as  tfiey  should  redound!  to 
his  own;  benefit  and  aggrandizement.  I  tell  you  that,  man  dare 
not  deny  a  word  I  utter.  He  knows  that  every  one  is  true, 
and  if  my  language  could  wither  him  with  shame,  could  make? 
him  the  detestation  of  the  world,  I  would  speak  yet  stronger, 
for  pity  to  him  is  but  contempt  for  those  he  has  injured. 

"Thus  thrust  out  of  home  and  shelter,  the  helpless  mother 
conveyed  her  fainting  child  to  a  negro's  cabin  and  there  revived 
it.  The  next  morning  she  once  more  called  upon  her  accuser 
sand;'  petitiosed  him  for  help.  He  again  refused  to  aid  her, 
^though  informed  that  the  money  was  intended  to  procure 
medical  aid  for  her  sick  child,  until  at  last,  wearied  of  her 
importunities,  he  handed  her  the  pitiful  sum  of  one  dollar! 
This  was  not  sufficient  for  the  purpose  she  desired,  and  she  was 
about  turning  away  in  despair  when  her  eye  lit  on  a. package  of 
notes  lying  on  the  safe..  Remember,  gentlemen,  what  I  have 
told  you.  She  was  penniless  and  friendless.  Her  child  was  ill 
and  she  had  no  means  to  procure  medical  aid.  Her  appeal  for 
charity  had  been  rejected,  and  can  we  blame  her  if  she  yielded 
to  the  tempter  and  took  the  money  lying  before  her  ?  We  can- 
not. Look  not  on  the  act,  gaze  only  on  the  provocation.  If  in 
your  hearts  there  dwells  a  shade  of  pity,  an  acme  of  sympathy, 
you%  cannot  return  a  verdict  of  guilty.  She  is  not  guilty  of 
theft!  'I  unhesitatingly  assert,  that  if  to  act  as  she  has,  and 
under  the  circumstances  she  acted,  be  theft,  then  such  a 
thiet  would  I  become,  to-morrow;  and  in  my  own  conscience, 
heedless  of  the  opinions  of  the  world  and  confident  in  the 
forgiveness  of  an  Almighty  Father,  would  I  commit  such  a 
theft  as  she  has — -just  such  an  offence.  I  pleaded  '  not  guilty,' 
and  it  may  surprise  you  that  in  the  face  of  such  a  plea,  I  should 
acknowledge  that  she  took  the  money,.  Again  I  repeat  my 
plea.     She  is  not  guilty  of  theft,  and  to  you  who  have  hearts — 
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to  you  who  sympathize  .with  the  sufferings  of  a  soldier's  wife — 
to  youfwhOse-wives  and  childreamay  tb-morrow  be  placed  in 
a  similar  position— to  you,  I  leave  a  verdict.  But  one.- word 
yet  ere  I  am  done.  ,  \    •  '^ 

*'  "  The  money  which  ;she  took,  to'whaiuse  was  it  plaOgd  ?  To 
purchase  a  coffin  fof^her  child!.  To  place  the  lifeless  "body  of 
her  daughter,  in  its 'last'  home  >ere  it  is  covered  by  the  dust — 
this,  .and;  this  only>  was  the' good  which-  accrued  from  it. 
And*  'gentlemen,  he— Mr.  "Elder — is  the  murderer  of  that 
child.  As  such  I  charge  him,  and  as  sueh  I  brand  him  to  be. 
But  for  his  brutality— but  for  his  avarice  and  selfish  lust  for 
gain,  the  mouldering  corpse  might  now  haf-e  been  a  blooming  and 
.happy  ch^ld.  And  yet  another  word.  When  the  so-called 
theft  was'' discovered*  and  the  accuser  sought  the  accused,  he 
found  her  by  the  bedside  on  which  the  dead  child  lay  clothed 
in  its  last  earthly  garments.  Disregarding  her  entreaties,  sh<? 
was  torn  from  the  corpse,  thrust  into  prison,  and  the  humbte 
and  servile  hands  of  the  negro  were  lefc  to  perform  those  sad 
rites  which  affection  is  ever*  the  first  to  do.    This  is'my  tale, 

and "  '  .  ,t 

Here  the  excitement  grew  intense,  and  a  strong  feeling  of 
indignation  was  manifested  by  the  soldiers  present  against  Mr. 
Swartz  and  Mr.  Elder,  and  many^  threats  were  made  to  hang 
them. 


CHAPTER    TWENTY-EIGHTH. 

THE    VEEDICT — THE    HUSBAND    AND    WIFE — AllEEST     OF    AWTRV. 

It  was  some  time  before  the  police  could  restore  order  and 
quiet  the  excitement.  At  length  cooplete  silence  was  restored, 
and  Harry  continued : 

"Such,"   he   continued,   "is    the  tale   of   this  unfortunate 

woman,  and  the  position  in  which  she  found   herself  placed 

should  excite  a  feeling  of  sympathy,  and  not  induce  you  to 

punish  her  for  an  act  which  may  be  deplored  but  cannot  be 

^condemned.     That  she  took  the  money,  is  undeniable,  but  why 
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did  she'take  it  'i  I  have  told  you  it  was  to  save  her  chUd't  Hie,. 
a»d  though  that  class  of  philosophers'  and  ultra  moralists  who 
believe  that;,  there  are  no  causes  sufficient  to  justify  her  J»t,  may- 
declare  her  guilty  of  theft,  let  the  promptings  of  your  own 
hearts,  decide  whether  her  positioned  not  excuse,  if-  it  doe^ 
not  render,  her  conduct  undeserving  of  condemnation  byf  a 
jury.  But  in  claiming  from  y"ou  a  verdict  in  favor  of  my  client, 
I  must  take  oecasioa-to  say,  thafeyour  acquittal  will  not  restore 
this  lady  to  that  position  she  formerly  occupied,  or  reniove 
from  her  mind  the  impress  left  there  by  an  act  which  necessity, 
and  necessity  alone,  caused  her  to  perform.  It  wjU  not  restore 
•to  her  the  innocent  child  now  lying  mouldering  in  the  grave,  it 
will  not  reunite  the  broken  links  of  affection,  if  will  not  ease 
the  agony  of  the  soldier  when  he  discovers  that  his  wife  was 
the  inmate  of  a  prison,  nor  will  it  replace  on  its  former  fiqn 
base  the  mind  of  this  unfortunate  lady,  which,  like  the  pillars 
of  some  ancient  edifice,  totters  beneath  a  weight  of  agonirfhg 
thought,  soon,  aj,as,!  I  fear,  to  fall,  a  mass  of  ruin,  in  the  vortex 
of  insanity*  The  patriot  soldier  must  return  to  find  his  daugh- 
ter dead,  his  wife  «  maniac,  and  his  only  remaining  child  a 
dependent  op  the  bounty  of  strangers.  But  one  thingi-emains ; 
he  must  turn  from  the  spectacle  thus  presented  and  return  to 
the  battle-field -a  heart-broken  and  unhappy  man.  The  spirit 
whb.  which  he  formerly  contended  for  the  liberty  of  his  coun- 
try will  have  vanished  and  fled,  for  the  remembrance  of  his 
family's  fate  must  ever  remain  uppermost  in  his  mind,  and  the 
reflections  they  will  produce  must  leave  a  blighting  scar,  which 
no  future  kindness  can  remove,  sympathy  eradicate,  or  consola- 
tion destroy.  I  am  done.  On  your  good  judgment  and  the 
(strength  of  my  assertions,  which  can  be  pr'oven,  if  necessary, 
I  r>f  y  for  the  acquittal  of  this  lady." 

As  he  concluded,  the  building  shook  with  applause  from  the 
■rrowd,  and  Mr.  Swartz  and  'Mr.  Elder  trembled  for  their  safety. 
Harry  felt  that  the  acquittal  of  Mrs.  Wentworth  was  now 
'secure,  for  the  jury  itself,  sharing  the  popular  feeling,  gave 
expressions  of  approbation  in  many  remarks.  If  the  language 
of  Harry  had  been  simple,  it  had  carried  conviction  to  every 
soul,  and  ail  present,  as  they  looked  upon  -the  accused,  felt  that 
her  offense  was  fully  atoned  for  by. the  chain  of  harrowing  *cir~ 
r;c^tarcec  with  wliich  she  had  been  bound. 
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.  And  for  her—the  soldier's  wife  ?  She  had  remained  a  passive* 
spectator  of  all, that  occurred.  When  the  voice  of  iier  defender 
first  broke  oh  hei^  ear,  she  turned  sand  looked  at  hitn  for  a 
moment,- then,  as  if  .indifferent  whether  Ms  defenses-was  success- 
ful or  not,  she  turned  her  head  away  and  listlessly  gazed  at  the 
crowd.  .She  cased  not  how  for:  freedom  and  acquittal ;  .she  felt 
that'  the  chord*  of  reason  were  on  the  point  of  breaking,  and 
but  one  tht>ught,one  desire,  filled  her  mBid,  hef&fe  they  broke 
and  madness  held  sway  over  her.  It  was  to  see  that  loved 
form,  to  gaze  once  more  on  those  loved  features,  to  be  clasped 
once  again  in  her  Husband's  arms.  This  was  the  sole  thought, 
the  only  desire.  All  "fond  records,"  all  recollection  of  past 
years,  all  hope  for  future  happiness,  were  obliterated,  and 
nothing  remained  before  her  mind's  eye  but  the  soldier  who 
ih^d,  parted  from  her  in  New  .Orleans.  Even  the  memory  of 
Jjer  dead  and  of  her  living  child  had  vanished,  and  if  they  were 
for  a  while  brought  to  her  mind,  it  was  only  in  connection  with 
the.  single  desire  which  kept  the  chains  of  sanity  united.  The 
lineaments  of  every  soldier  in  the  crowd  were  closely  and 
eagerly  scanned,  but  there  were  none  there  who  bore  the 
slightest  resemblance  to  him  for  whom  she  yearned.  But  still 
ghe  peered  into  the  assemblage,  regardless  of  the  efforts  being 
made  in  her  behalf,  aad  it  was  not  until  the  interruption  nar- 
rated in  the  last  chapter  took  place,  that  she  manifested  any 
interest  in  the  proceedings  of  the  couat,  and  then  it  was  merely 
by  a  gesture  of  surprise  at  the  uproar.  "When  Harry  concluded 
and  sat  down,  she  again  evinced  astonishment,  but  not  a  syl- 
lable escaped  from  her  lips.  ,  ^ 

After  a  few  minutes  the  shouts  of  the  crowd  subsided,  and 
at  the. request  of  the  j'Suge,  silence  was  restored.  His  honor 
then  addressed  the  jury. 

•  "Gentlemen  of  the  Jury,"  he  began,  "the  case  before  you: 
notic*e  has  become,  from  one  of  apparent  insignificancy 
one  of  intense  interest  and  importance.  A  merchant  of  ti;- 
city,  well  known  to  you  all,  both  by  his  wealth  and  his  Ion 2, 
residence  in  your  midst,  appears  before  this  court  and  aceus'.-o 
a  woman  of  theft.  She  is  arrested  and  every  evidence  of  he: 
guilt  is  found  on  her  person;  she  does  not  deny  the  act,  and  i- 
accordingly  brought  before  yoa  to  be  tried  and  sentenced,  o. 
acquitted,  as  you  may,  in  your  good   judgment  think  best. 
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Overwhelming  evidence  is  brought^against  her  to-day,  and  no?; 
doubtof  her  having  committed  the  theft  exists?.    There  appears 
little  more  for  you  to  do  than  to  find  her  guilty,  and  f°r  me,tof$ 
pass  the  sentence.     But  before  doing  these,  it  is  necessary  that** 
the  accused  shall  have  a  defefrse.    She  is  questione*d,  but  informs' 
the  court  she.  has  nothing  t6  .say.    At  this  stage  ef  the  pro- 
ceedings,  a  gentleman  mM\\  known  to  you  as  a  rising  lawyer  of 
this  place  before  the  war  commenced,  and  better  known  since 
then  as  a  gallant  and  meritorious  officer,  appears  as,  her  defend* 
ant.    You  have  heard  his   defense.    The  act   of   taking  the 
money  is  not  denied,  but  in  his  defence  he  claims  that  it  was 
committed'  through  dire  necessity.     It  .is  true  that  a  defense  of 
this  nature  is  a  somewhat  extraordinary  one,  and  is  new  in  the 
annals  of  criminal  law.     Still  he  has  given  you  a  tale  of  hard* 
ships  and  privations  which  he  claims  occurred  in  this  city,  and? 
which,  coming  from  any  other  source,  may  well  be  doubted. 
It  is  left  for  you  to  decide  whether  his  claim  for  an  acquittal 
shall  be  granted  or  not.     In  my  remarks  I  do  not  intend  to 
bias  you  one  way  or  the  other.     What  my  opinions'  are  will.be 
given    after  your    decision    is    announced.      To    you    I   look, 
for  that  decision." 

"If  your  honor  will  permit  me,"  said  Dr.  Mallard,  rising, 
"  I  will  make  a  few  remarks  before  the  jLury  retires.     The  tale 
told  by  Lieut.  Shaekleford  is  correct  so  far  as  I  know  of/it.     I 
was  called  upon  to  attend  on  the  sick  girl  mentioned  in  the 
defense,  and  found  her  in  an  old  cabin,  almost  at  the  point  of 
death.     At  the  time  it  did  not  strike  me  as  singular  that  a  white 
family  should  be  found  living  in  such  a  hovel,  but  the  tale  I 
have  just  heard  narrated  has,  made  me  reproach  myself  for>my 
blindness  in  not  discovering  that  the  unfortunate  family  were 
of  greater  .respectability  than  can  be  found  in  the  residents  of 
log  cabins.     Impressed,   therefore,    with  a   firm   belief  in  the 
truthfulness  of  the  tale  I  have  heard,  I  shall  act  accordingly." 
"With  these  remarks  he  resumed  his  seat,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
the  jury  retired  to  decide  on  their  verdict.     Mr  Elder  followed 
reluctantly,  but  had  made  up  his  mind  to  give  consent  to  any- 
thing the  majority  should  decide  on.     He  was  already  appre- 
hensive for  his  personal  safety 'and  was  anxious  to  be  at  home 
?gain. 
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After  a  short  absence  the  jury  returned  and  announced  they 
had  decided  On  a  verdict.  '  » 

-    "  What  is  tl&tr  verdict,  gentlemen  ?"  -inquired  the  judge... 
J*Do  you  find  this /ady -guilty  or  hot  guilty  ?"  *  r  :' 

^"Taking  all  the  circumstances  into -consideration,"  replied 
the  foreman,    "'we  find  the    prisoner  Not  Guilty  gf   the 

charge."  4,    /    ,    '■  ,V,      V  \  '     -  ■    ' 

For  armament  the  building  shook  tb  the  very  foundation,, 
from  the  /prolonged,  cheers  of  the,  spectators.  -It  was  not 
rejoicing  at  .the  escape  from  punishment  i$f  the  guilty,  that 
they,  applauded,  but  it  was  through  heartfelt  exultation  at  the 
acquittal  of  an  unfortunate  woman.  It  was  the  spontaneous 
outburst  of  Southern  hearts,  bleeding  with  sympathy  for  the 
oppressed  and  poverty-stricken  soldier's  wife,  and  swelling  with 
^indignation  at  the  brutal  and  unfeeling  conduct  of  Mr.  Elder 
.and  Mr.  Swartz.  "  ''        ■■■     • 

Harry's  eye  moistened  as  he  heard  the  shouts  of  applause, 
and  a  feeling  of.  grateful  emotion  swept  over  him.     He  felt  no 
^gratification  at  his  success  in  gaining  her  acquittal  which  did 
i'. not  spring  frVrm  the  loftiest  and  most  disinterested  motives. 
He  rejoiced  on  account  of  Mrs.  "Wentworth  and  her  child  and 
i  the  gallant  soldieYthe  had  so  proudly  called  his  friend.     He 
rejoiced  to  know  that  the  fair  fame  of' the  soldier's  wife  stood 
untarnished,  and  that  he  could  restore  her  to  the  arms  of  her 
husband,   not   as   the  inmate   of   a  penitentiary,    b"it   as   the 
acquitted  accused,  who  had  committed  the  act  she  was  accused 
of,  but  was  still  considered  by  all  who  had  heard  of  the  case^ 
free  from  crime,  and  pure  and  unstained  as  before  the  bhVhtirja- 
lands  of  penury  and  suffering  were  stretched  across  her  sorrow- 
beaten  path.    •' 

"  Madam,"  said  the  judge,  when  the  cheering  .had  ceased 
*'  you  have  heard  the  verdict  of  the  jury,  acquitting  you  of  the 
charge  made  against  you  by  Mr.  Swartz,  although  in  your 
defense,  it  is  acknowledged  you  did  take  the  money,  and. the 
jury  is  cognizant  of  the  fact.  While  your  acquittal,  in  face 
of  the  evidence  given,  and  your  own  acknowledgment  as  well 
as  the  acknowledgment  of  your  counsel,  may  be  somewhat 
deviating  from  the  letter  of  the.  law,  it  is  nevertheless  in  strict 
accordance  with  its  spirit,  and  with  pleasure  I  inform  you  that 
being  acquitted  you  are  no  longer  held  a  prisoner,  but  are  free 
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to  go  where  you  will.  But  before  you  leave,  let  me  make  a 
few  remarks  on  this  case,  Which.in  my  judgment  are  called , for 
by  the  circumstances,  and  which  may  appear  again,  in  conse- 
quence of  many  parties  being  similarly  situated*  Although  the 
jury  has  acquitted  you,  such  acquittal  must  not  be  considered  i 
a  license  for  others. to  go  and  do  likewise.  Where  your  case  is-| 
onte  of  necessity,  another  of  a  like  nature  may  be  caused 
through  dishonesty.  Your  act  is  not  applauded  by  thinkjfeg 
minds,  nor  did  the  jury  intend  to  convey  the  impression  titat 
in  acquitting  you  they  considered  you  had  performed  a  very 
meritorious  act.  To  the  contrary,  they  deplore  the  perform- 
ance of  a  deed  which  cannot  be  thought  of  but  With-  regret ; 
at  the  same  time  they  took  into  consideration  the  deplorkbie 
position  into  which  you  were  ^ ■.-.>. ,/od,  and  declare  you  innocent 
of  theft.  ; 

"Before  closing  my  remarks,'' , he  continued,  "I  would  call 
the  attention  of  those  present,  as  well  as  the  people  in  general, 
to  this  case.  Like  this  unfortunate  lady,  many  refugees  are 
sojourning  in  our  midst.  They  should  be  received  with  wel- 
come by  those  who  are  fortunate  enough  to  live  in  peace  and 
quiet  in  their  happy  homes.  But  such,  I  fear,  is  not  always  the 
case.  Many  respectable  families  who  had  been  accustomed  t» 
all  that  wealth  could  afford,  are  now  living,  if  not  in  absolute 
necessity,  in  very  poor,  circumstances,  and  could  have  then- 
position  materially  improved  if  the  people  of  this  State  would 
offer  them  that  assistance  they  need.  It  is  not  an  act  of  charity 
to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  the  refugee.  We  are  bound  together 
by  a  sympatky  formed  on  the  battle-field  by  the  gallant  men  of 
every  State  now  struggling  side  by  side  for  our  independence, 
and  it  is  a  matter  of  duty  that  the  wives  and  children  of  the' 
soldier  shall  not  suffer  during  his  absence.  It  is  a  sordid  spirit 
that  refuses  to  aid  a  helpless  woman  because  she  happens  to  be 
a  refugee.  This  Confederacy  is  a  home  fdr  all  its  sons  a::d 
daughters,  and  when  they  abandon  their  native  State,  and, 
■fleeing  from. a  brutal  enemy,  come  into  our  midst  for  safety  and 
protection,  we  should  welcome  them  as  suffering  patriots  and 
cherish  them  as  they  deserve.  It  is  a  hard  struggle  for  a 
woman  to  abandon  a  home,  surrounded  by  all  the  luxuries  of 
life  and  in  which  happiness  reigns  dominant,  to  incur  hardships 
and  privations.    In  doing  so  her  patriotism  is  severely  tested, 
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and-  nothing  but  the  most  exalted  devotion  to   our  country 
triumphs  over  her  fears. 

"  There  is  yet  another  subject  I  will  speak  on;    The  two  men 
who  have  figured  so  conspicuously  in  this  case  as  the  cause  of 
this  lady's  sufferings,  cannot  be  allowed  to  pass  unnoticed. 
Mr.  Elder  is  a  well  known  gentleman  of  this  city  and  has 
higherto  borne  an  irreproachable  character.    Did  he  not  stand 
silent  when  accused  of  inhuman,  conduct  towards  this  lady,  I 
should  hesitate  to  believe  him  guilty  of  such  an  atrocity.     But 
as  his  silence  is  indicative  of  guilt,  the  horrible  nature  of  his 
act  comes  before  us  with  great  force,  and  we  shudder  to  think 
that  any  one  wearing  the  form  of  humanity  could  so  far  debase 
the  mind  as  to  turn  a  helpless  woman  and  dying  child  from  a 
shelter  because  she  had  not  the  means  of  paying  her  debt.    In 
so  doing,.  Mr.  Elder  has  displayed  the  spirit  of  the  extortioner, 
and  must  feel  all  the  stings  of  conscience  which  haunt  the  mind 
of  a  murderer,   should  his  heart  be  not  too  much  hardened 
already.    He  has  acted  a  worse  part  than  a  murderer,  for  the 
r.ssassin  kills  his  victim  through  revenge,  or  at  the  worst,  for 
pay.     Here,  Mr.  Elder — a  possessor  of  health  and  not  needing 
the  money— tarns  a  tenant  from  his  roof  because  she  is  penni- 
less.    I  say  nothing  against  him  for  doing  so,  for  it  was  an  in- 
disputable right  of -his,  but  when  we  view  the  brutality  of  the 
act — when  we  think  of  the  hardness  of  the  heart  that  could 
not  commisserate  with  the  situation  of  Mrs.  Wentworth — that 
was  deaf  to  the  .appeals  of  a  mother — blind  to  the  illness  of 
,her  child — the  soul  sickens  with  horror  at  the  knowledge  that 
a  mortal  so  debased: — so  utterly  devoid  of  the  instincts   of 
humanity  which  govern  a  brute — should   exist  on   the  earth. 
B:;t  the  mask  of  religion  is  now  torn  from  his  face,  and  we  see 
his   own  lineaments.     Henceforth  the   scorn   of  all  generous 
minds  will  he  receive,  and  turned  from  the  respectable  position 
he  once  held,  must  reflect  on  the  inevitable  exposure  of  the 
hypocrite  some  day,  sooner  or  later.     I  shall  leave  him  to  the 
scorn  and  indignation  of  all  good  men.     From  them  he  will 
receive  that  punishment  which  his  brutality,   caused  from  Ins 
extorting  spirit,  deserves. 

"  And  for  Mr.  Swartz,  thfe  accuser  of  this  lady,  I  can  see  but 
little  in  extenuation  .of  hieZ-conduct.     If  his  business  is  even 
illegitimate,  there  are  so  many  speculators  in  the  South  that  it 
10 
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should  not  cause  surprise  that  his  refusal  to  aid  this  woman 
necessitated  her  taking  his  money.  The  speculator  cannot  be 
expected  to  have  a  heart  tender  enough  to  perform  a  charitable 
act.  The  man  who  will  speculate  on  the  necessities;  of  the 
people,  is  not  likely  to  feed  the  hungry.  It  is  too  true  that 
many  good  men  have  been  drawn  into  the  vortex  of  specula- 
tion, but  these  are  few  in  number  and  are  isolated  cases.       » 

"Mr.  Swartz  has  been  anions'  us  lon^  enough  to  imbibe 
the  spirit  and  sentiments  of  our  people,  but  from  his  action 
towards  this  lady,  he  does  not  seem  to  have  profited.by  their 
example.  A  foreigner  by  birth,  he  has  cast  a  stigma  on  his 
nation,  for,  with  all  their  faults,  I  do  not  believe  there  is  a  more 
charitable  people  than  the  German.  I  have  found  it  so,  in 
many  years  of  familiar  intercourse  with  them.  But  his  last  act 
is  the  one  deserving  unqualified  cor  .L-muatioR,  To  tear  a 
mother  from  the  bedside  of  her  dead  child — to  incarcerate  her 
hi  a  prison,  while  the  hands  of  strangers  were  performing  the 
last  sad  rites  over  the  dead,  is  an  act  that  Christianity  could 
never  believe,  were  the  evidence  not  before  us,  too.  forcible  for 
denial,  too  truthful  for  contradiction.  It  is  an  no:  tho:  cf.lh 
for  withering  rehuire,  but  we  dismiss  him  with  the  belief  th-.-ti 
on  the  coming  oi  that  inevitable  l&reafti'r,  he  x-  ih  receive  t%  : 
punishment  h?  so  well  merits. 

"My  remarks  are  now  concluded,  and  the  pri-crer  -is  dis- 
charged from  custody." 

There  was  deep  silence  for  several  minutes,  during  which 
Harry  looked  anxiously  in  the  crowd  for  his  friend  ;  bTit  Alfred 
wras  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Mrs.  Wentworth  retained  her  passive 
look  of  indifference,  and  took  no  further  notice  of  the  curious 
crowd,  which  gazed  upon  her  with  hearts  full  of  pity  and  com- 
misseration.  Once  or  twice  she  slowly  raised  her  hand  and 
pressed  her  forehead  with  it,  as  if  it  ached.  But  she  spoke  no 
word  of  complaint,  nor  did  she  give  any  other  inii  ration  of 
suffering. 

Harry  was  about  to  remove  her  from  the  court,  when  there 
was  a  bustle  in  the  crowd,  and  the  voice  of  Alfred  was  heard 
calling  on  those  around  him  to  giv^  way.  He  was  followed  by 
Awtry,  perfectly  unconscious  of  th«  cause  of  his  compinion's 
agitation. 
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"Make  room  there,  for  God's  sake,"  asked  Alfred,  pressing 
ihrough  the'  dense  mass  of  men  and  women.  "  Follow  me," 
he  continued,  speaking  to  Awti-y. 

The  men  nearest  to  him,  perceiving  his  excitement,  generally 
surmised  the  truth,  and  a  low  murmur  ran  through  the  room 
that  it  was  the  prisoner's  husband,  and  a  passage  was  quickly 
made  to  where  Mrs.  Wentworth  was  sitting. 

Awtry  heard  the  words,  "it  is  her  husband,"  and  turned 
back  with  the  intention  .of  leaving,  but  his  arm  was  quickly 
seized  by  Alfred,  who,  still  concealing  his  intention,  simply 
said,  "Come  on;  I  will  find  a  passage  for  us."  He  hesitated 
an  instant,  but,  believing  his  appearance  sufficiently  disguise  I 
to  prevent  Mrs.  AVehtwcrth  from  recognizing  him,  he  deter- 
mined to  risk  proceeding,  in  the  hep;  of  escaping  discovery. 

At  last  Alfred  was  by  the  side  of  his  wife — the.  soldier  had 
met  her  he  loved  for  the  first  time  in  nearly  two  years. 
Silently  and  sadly  lie  gazed  at  her  changed  appearance,  and  the 
briny  tears  slowly  trickled  down  the  soldier's  cheeks  as  he 
noted  her  sunken  features.     At  la-t  he  spoke. 

"Eva!"  he  said,  in  a  voice  that  trembled  with  emotion, 
-  my  wife  !  my  darling  will- !  do  you  not  know  me  ?  " 

His- voice,  full  of  love,  sounded  in  her  ear  like  the  sweetest 
r.vasic  ever  played  by  the  angels  of  .God.  At  the  sound  of  her 
came  she  turned  rotfnd  and  looked  anxiously  in  his  face — a 
moment  more,  and  he  had  scarcely  finished  speaking,  before  she 
had  thrown  herself  in  his  arms. 

"Alfred!  my  husband!  "  she  murmured,  as  she  pillowed  her 
head  in  his  bosom,  "  at  last — at  last !  " 

"  Oh,  Heavenly  Father !  "  exclaimed  Alfred,  raising  her  head 
and  gazing  fondly  at*  the  wan  and  emaciated  features  of  his 
wife  "  is  this  all  f  find .?  " 

His  words  were  those  of  anguish,  wrung  out  from  a  tortured 
heart.     It  was  not  so  he  expected  to  meet  his  wife.       • 

"  Hise,  darling,"  he  continued,  "rise,  and  let  us' leave  this 
place— let  us  go  where  friends  are."  She  rose  up,  and  leaning 
on  his  arm,  moved  off,  when  he  suddenly  confronted  Awtry, 
who  had  stood  with  anxious  and  palpitating  heart  for  ths 
closing  of  the  scene.  "  Stay  awhile,  dearest,"  Alfred  went  on, 
as  soon  as  he  perceived  A^wtry,  "Look  at  this  man— do  you. 
know  him  ?  " 
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Mrs.  Wentworth  looked  at  him  for  some  time,  but  failed  to 
recognize  Awtry.     "  I  do  cot  know  him,"  she  said,  shaking  bet . 
head. 

"This  is  very  strange  conduct  on  your  part,  Mr:  Went- 
worth," said  Awtry,  believing  himself  safe. 

"  Ha !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wentworth, ' "  it  is  his  voice.  It  -is- 
Awtry — there  he  is — I  know  him  now,"  and  she  fainted  in.  her 
husband's  arms. 

"  Seize  that  man !  "  thundered  Harry,  who  was  standing'Besr 
Alfred,  "  he  is  a  spy." 

Tn  an  instant,  Awtry  was  secured  and  hurried  off  to  prisca. 
Mrs.  Wentworth  was  conducted  by  Harry  and  her  husband  to 
Dr  Hwcnhriefs',  where  we  leave  thern  for  awhile, 


,1 


S! 


\ 

aiAPITK  TWfoidTY-XINTH. 

Till:      liYi      Oi7      '.:'.D — "XjJ      It.'..S"IAO      WIFE. 

■-Ion  ;i?,  kind  reader,  for  digressing  for  awhile  from  the 
ale  it-  has  been  our',  lot  to  ifore  you,  to  remark'  on  the 
trance  fancies  which  govern  the  winds  of  a  large  majority. 
fo  inscrutable  do  the  works  of  tits  A.  mighty  appear,  that  we 
believe  all  the  ids  of  this  world  are  evoked  by  Him  for  some 
goal  end.  In  a  measure  this  is  correct.  When  sinful  mortals 
are  bartheaei:  wlfo  sorrow  and  afthction,  we  can  recognize  in 
them  the  thaweuing  hand  of  God.  for  under  such  weight  of 
;wftb:lng  xhe  scufl  is  apt,  to  pass  throagh  purified  of  the  black- 
ness and  cGnawtic::  which  darkened,  and  rendered  it  odious  to 
'he  good.  Here  we  see  the  benefits  accruing  from  trouble  and- 
d-tress.  We  beheld  the  sinner  being  punished  for  his  trans- 
gaefoon,  and  to  the  righteous  and  good,  these  afflictions  "are 
Wrlcomeu  as  the  saving  of  one  more  soul  from  the  grasp  of 
held  Eat  how  is  it  when  the  innocent  suffer?  It  is  not  the 
work  of  the  Eternal.  High  t  :•  in  the  celestial  realms,  His 
eyes  are  turned  towards  earth  to  vanish  the  guilty  and  reward 
the  innocent^  ami  in  His  worst,  "-ve  tlnd  no  instance  where  the 
hands  of  adversity  and  suffering  have  fallen  upon  those  who 
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deserved  reward.  Where  t-ie  ■  guiltless  are  found  suffering,  He 
relieves  their  necessities,  and  brings  them  once  more  that  hap- 
piness .which  they  deserve  on  earth. 

4.  Why  shall  it  be  always  said  that  when  a  home  of  happiness 
is  in  an  instant  hurled  from  the  summit  of  earthly  felicity  and 
buried  in  the  dark  gulf  of  adversity,  that  such  is  the  work  of 
God  ?  If  that  home  is  contaminated  by  grievous  sins,  there  i-s 
justice  in  the  claim,  but  where  the  transgressions  are  not  heavier 
than  those  good  men  commit,  it  cannot  be,  for  the  God  who' 
reigns  above  seeks  to  build  up,  and  not  to  destroy,  unless  there 
is  no  other  way  of  punishing  the  siiyie'r  but  by  the  infliction  of 
the  heaviest  penalties.  We  have  painted  a  soldier's  wife,  if  not 
free  from  sin,  at  least  innocent  of  crimes  which  are  calculated 
to  bear  upon  the  conscience  and  cause  remorse  or  fear ;  we 
L.*.e-  pictured  her  two  children,  pure  and  unsinful,  for  it  cannot 
be  said  tli°.t  r-.-''i,';i  can  sin  in  infancy.  We  have  shown  them 
plunged  i:;  dke*t  misfortunes,  and  is  there  not  force  in  the 
question  when  we  ask  if  their  months  of  penury  and  suffermo, 
were  the  works  of  the  God  of  Mercy  and  Righteousness? 

It  cannot  he.  The  innocent  do  not  suffer  hj  the  hand,-  of 
God,  while  the  guilty  revel  in  all  the  wealth  and  arduar  ce  that 
this- earth  bestows.  How  many  men  are  there  who  live  in  ease 
and  comfort,  while  their  souls  are  burdened  with  sin-  ?  Ti:e 
hvriocrite,  the  liar,  the  thh-f.  the  murderer;  aii,  aod  1 . y  Ir.m- 
-"i-v-ils  they  can  be  counted,  appear  to  the  world 

"A  combination  and  a  form,  mjeeo. 
'■■':'  Wheie  every  god  did  seem  to  zet  hi.-,  seo, 

bht  in  whose'sords  the  fires  of  hell  rage  wkh  Tomorsehv;  fury. 
Bat  their  afflictions  are  not  knrywn  to  man.  The  eyes  of  the 
worhd  gaze  not  on  them,  when  the  mind  is  rooked  by  the  con- 
hict  of  sin.  We  see  not  their  sufferings  ;  we  know  not  toe 
pangs  they  feel ;  we  only  reeoomize  ' 
appearance.  They  live,  surrounded  v> 
mortal  happy,  save  the  happiness  of  a  clear  conscience,  I" 
this  world  they  prosper,  and  many  gain  the  applause  and  com- 
mendation of  their  fellow  mortals.  Vtdhat  are  their  suffering.-  i 
They  are  unknown  to  man,  though  remembered  by  God.  Ao-.i 
if  punisment  comes  at  last,  it  is  just  and  merited,  nor  do  we 
regret  that  sin  is  scourged  by  the  avencrmg  hand  of  a  Savior. 
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But  while  we  witness  the  guilty  revelling  in  wealth  and  afflu- 
ence, how  often  are  the  innocent  plunged  in  want?  Aye^ 
myriads  of  times.  "VVe  know  not.  of  them,  but  over  the  land 
there  are  hundreds  of  our  fellow  mortals  whose  days  are  but 
a  repetition  of  suffering.  Famine  and  sickness  have  stalked  in 
the  midst  of  hundreds  who  are  innocent  of  crime,  and  reduced 
them  to  the  last  brink  of  despair.  Is  this-  the.  work  of  God  ? 
Forbid  it,  Heaven  !  that  the  charge  should  be  made.  There  is 
no  ground  on  which  to  assert  that  the  Ruler  of  the  Universe — 
the  God  of  Righteousness — the  Lord  of  Mercy,  would  thrust 
the  innocent  into  woe — would  blast  their  earthly  prospects-^- 
would  dash  the  cup  of  happiness  from  their  lips,  and  leave 
them  to  perish  through  Famine  and  Disease — while  men  steeped 
in  crime,  whose  consciences,  if  read,  .would  show  an  appalling 
blackness  of  guilt — while  they,  we  say,  escaped  from  earthly 
punishment  and  enjoyed  all  the  good  of  this  world  I  On 
Earth,  as  in  Heaven  and  Hell,  man  is  divided  into  two  bodies, 
Angels  and  Fiends.  Both  are  known  to  the  Almighty,  and  it 
is  only  when  His  eyes  are  turned  from  the  good  that  Fiends 
triumph.  Only  then — it  is  not  His  work^-it  cannot  andean 
never  be. 

And  now,  kind  reader,  you  may  think  that  the  writer  is  either 
a  laratic  or  a  madman  to  advance  a  doctrine  which  claims  that 
God — the  Infinite — the  Everlasting — the  Omnipotent — the 'In- 
scrutable, would  turn  awhile  from  the  good  and  survey  them 
not — allow  them  to  suffer.  We  are  neither  the  one  nor  the 
other.  Perchance  our  doctrine 'is  a  mere  vagary;  still,  as  we 
glance  over  our  country  and  see  the  scenes  daily  enacted,  we 
cannot  believe  they  are  the  work  of  an  Almighty  Father. 
When  our  maidens  are  ravished  [[by  the  hated  foe  and  despoiled 
of  that  Virtue  held  sacred  in  Heaven,  is  it  the  work  of  God  ? 
When  the  creeping  babe  is  immolated  by  the  savages  of  the 
North,  is  it  a  dispensation  of  Providence  ?  When  the  homesteads 
of  the  people  are  given  to  the  flames  and  the  cursed  army  of 
Abolitionists  exult  at  their  demolition,  does  the  hand  of  our 
Heavenly  Father  direct  the  work  of  destruction?  When  our 
temples  are  profaned  by  the  bacchanalian  orgies  of  the  North- 
ern hordes,  does  the  Infinite  invite  them  to  desecrate  His  altars? 
They  are  not  His  works — they  never  were.  These  acts  which 
the  Christian  world  shudders  at,  are  the  machinations  and 
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promptings  of  Hell,  and  the  Fiends'who  d'.vell  therein  triumph 
for  awhile  where  the  Eye  of  God  is  not, 

But  the  Eye  of  God  is  not  always  turned  away  from  His 
suffering  people.  The  cry  of  the  wretched  is  borne  to  His  ear 
by  the  angels,  and  Mercy,  Charity  and  Goodness  descend  to 
Earth  and  sweep  away  the  incarnate  spirits  infesting  it.  In 
this  we  behold  the  Greatness  and  Righteousness  of  God,  for 
though -He  may  see  not  our  hardships  for  awhile,  the  cry. of  the 
Innocent  will  ascend  to  Heaven ;  their  sufferings  will  be 
obliterated,  and  if  even  on  earth  they  gain  not  happiness,  in 
those  realms  where  sinless  Angels  abide,  all  past  woes,  all  past 
years  of  want*  all  former  wretchedness,  are  removed  and  for- 
gotten., in  an  eternity  of  peace  and  celestial  felicity. 

And  so  it  was  with  the  soldier's  wife  whuse  sad  trials  we  are 
narrating  to  the  reader.  The  spirit  of  the  angel  daughter  had 
winged  its  Sight  to  the  Savior,  and  the  little  invisible  hand 
pointed  to  its  mother  on  earth  below,  and  the  Son  of  God  sup- 
plicated the  Father  to  relieve  the  miseries  of  the  innocent. 
We  have  shown  how  this  was  done.  The  good  of  earth  was 
the  medium  of  salvation,  and  her  trials  are  at  an  end. 

Yes,  they  are  at  an  end !  But  with  them,  when  she  fell  faint- 
ing in  her  husband's  arms  on  recognizing  Awtry,  the  light  of 
reason  expired,  and  the  soldier's  wife  was  a  maniac. 

They  bore  her  gently. to  the  residence  of  Dr.  Humphries,  and 
there  ail  that  medical  science  could  perform  was  done,  and 
e^erj  attention  was  lavished  upon  her.  But  it  was  of  no  avail ; 
madness  had  seized-  the  mind  of  Idrs.  Wentworth,  and  the 
doctor  shook  his  head  sadly  as  he  gazed  upon  her.  Days 
passed  on,  and  still  she  continued  in  this  state 

"  I  fear  she  will  only  recover  her  reason  to  die,"  observed 
Dr.  Humphries  to  Harry.  "  Could  her  constitution  sustain  the 
frenzied  excitement  she  now  labors  under,  I  would  have  some  ( 
hope,  but  the  months  of  wretchedness  she  has: passed  through, 
has  so. weakened  her  frame  that,  nothing  remains  but  a  wreck 
of  what  was  once  a  healthy  woman."  ■, 

«  This  is  bad  news,"  remarked  Harry,  "  and  I  fear  it  will 
have  a  sad  effect  upon  Alfred*  I  have  been  overcome  with 
sympathy  at1  observing  his  silent  grief  at  the  bedside  of  his 
raving  wife-,  and  several  times  I  have  heard  him  mutter,  'never 
mind,  my  darling,  you  will  soon  recover,  and  then  we  will  be 
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happy.'    Unfortunate  man !     Could  there  be  the  slightest  po.s- , 
sibility  of  saving  his  wife,  I  am  certain  you  would  not  despair."  j 

"  I  do  not  yet  despair,"  replied  the  doctor,  '.'  although  I  fear'* 
very  much  her  case  is  hopeless.  I  have  sent  for  Dr.  Mallard 
and  Dr.  Purtell;  when  they  have  seen  Mrs.  Wentworth,  we 
will  have  a  consultation,  and  I  trust  some  good  will  accrue  from 
it.  By  the  way,"  he  continued,  changing  the  conversation, 
"  have  you  heard  what  has  become  of  the  supposed  spy  arrested 
in  the  court  house  ?  " 

"J  heard  on  yesterday  that  his  trunks  had  been  searched,  but 
nothing  had  been  discovered  in  them,  beyond  the  fact  that  he 
was  Mr.  Awtry,  and  not  an  Englishman,  as  he  pretended  to  be." 

"  Have  they  discharged  him  ?  "  inquired  the  doctor. 

"  Oh  no ; "  Harry  replied,  "  the  fact  of  his  assuming  a  false 
character  was  deemed  sufficient  evidence  to  keep  him  in  prison 
until  further  discoveries  are  made." 

"  It  is  very  likely,  then,  that  he  will  eventually  pay  the  penalty 
of  his  crimes,"  observed  the  doctor.  0 

"Yes;  and  I  trust  it  will  not  be  long  before  he  suffers 
death,"  Harry  answered,  and  then  added :  "  I  am  not  blood- 
thirsty, nor  do  I  favor  the  hoisting  of  the  black  flag,  as  so 
many  appear  desirous  of  doing.  But  for  a  wretch  like  Awtry, 
I  have  not  the  slightest  pity,  and  would  hear  of  his  execution 
with  pleasure.  If  even  there  is  no  proof  discovered  of  his 
being  a  spyi  his  brutality  to  Mrs.  "Went worth  merits  punish- 
ment, and  if  .only  for  that,  I  should  desire  to  see  him  hung  or 
shot.  However,  I  have  no  fear  but  that  the  fact  of  his  being  g, 
spy  will  be  discovered,  for  several  of  the  most  expert  detectives 
in  the  service  are  on  the  search  for  the  necessary  evidence  to 
convict  him." 

"  And  which  evidence  I  trust  they  will  soon  discover','" 
remarked  the  doctor.  "Like  you,  I  am  averse  to  a  war  of 
extermination,  but  when  instances  like  the  one  before  us  are 
brought  to  our  notice,  an  outraged  and  indignant  -people 
demand  satisfaction  and  should  have,  it  accorded  to  thein." 

"  Ah !  my  dear  sir,"  replied  Harry,  "  while  Awtry's  outrage 
on  Mrs.  Wentworth  deserves  condemnation  and  punishment, 
he  is  not  solely  the  guilty  cause  of  her  sufterings.  From  the 
moment  she  reached  our  lines,  it  was  the  duty  of  the  people  of 
this  city  to  aid  and  succor  her.    Had   this   been  done,  her 
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■daughter  may  have  been  alive  this  day  Unfortunately  tie 
philanthropic  and  charitable  were  idle  and  waited  until  such 
cases  came  to  their  notice.  Had  they  looked  for  them,  Mrs. 
Wentworth  never  would  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  unprin- 
cipled speculators  and  extortioners,  and  would  have  been  spared 
Che  load  of  affliction  which  has  now  periled  her  life." 

"You  are  right,  Harry,"  said  Dr.  Humphries.  "  It  is  our 
duty  to  search 'for  the  unfortunate  poor,  and  not  to  wait  until 
they  appeal  for  assistance.  There  are  many  destitute  women 
and  children  in  our  midst  who  have  been  driven  from  their 
once  happy  and  prosperous  homes  by  the  hated  Yankees. 
Among  them  are  many  high-toned  and  respectable  families/ 
whose  pride  shrinks  from  begging  for  bread,  and  who  now  live 
a  life  of  penury  and  starvation  rather  than  become  the  mendi- 
cant. And  if  even  they  bury  delicacy  at  the  mandate  of  stern 
Want,  they  are  so  apt  to  be  refused  assistance  by  the  heartless, 
that  they  imagine  all  of  our  people  alike,  and  fearing  further 
refusal,  shrink  with  natural  ho'rror  from  a  second  rejection." 

"  This  can  be  prevented,"  observed  Harry,     "  Let  the  benevo- 

lent  make  it  a  business  to  find  out  the  suffering  who  are  worthy 

of  assistance,  and. let  such  aid  be  given,  not  as  chanty,  but  a-< 

a  duty  we  owe  those  who  have  romained  faithful  to  our  cause, 

and  abandoned  their  homes  rather  than  submit  to  the  euemv. 

By  so  doing,  we  not  only  alleviate  hardships,  but  we  rend.-r 

'Ihe  soldier  happy  aud  contented  to  serve  Lis  country      The 

knowledge  that  his  family  is  protected  by  those  at  Lome,  and 

supplied  with  all  that  is  necessary,  will  remove  from  his  ramd 

ail  anxiety  for  their  welfare.     It  will,  besides,  grasp  them  iron 

the  clutches  of  the  wretches' who  are  speculating  and  extort::,  g, 

aud  will  not  only  bd  an  act  of  everlasting  honor  to  those  wno 

perform  this  good  work,  but  will  aid  our  cans:-  as  much  as  if 

the  parties  were  serving  in  the  field.     Many  a  man  who  .now 

lies  in  the  deserter's  dishonored  grave,  would  have  been  th  ^ 

day  sharing  the  glory  of  his  country  and  been  looked  upon  a-; 

_  a  patriot,  had  not  his  starving  wife  and  children  forced  him  m 

an  evil  hour,  to  abandon  his  post  and  go  to  them.    It  is  tru-.\ 

there  is  no  excuse  for  the  deserter,  but  where  the  human  afthc 

tions  are  concerned,  it'. is  but  natural  that  the  soldier  will  i^-el 

solicitous  for  the  comfort  of  his  wife  and  children," 
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H-  Something  of -that  sort  should,  indeed,  be  done,"  remarked 
the  doctor,  "and  I  believe,  there-  are  many  in  our  midst  who,e 
would  cheerfully  aid  in  this  good  work.  I  cannot  believe  that./ 
the  majority  of  our  people  are  such  inhuman  characters  •  as  ■ 
Elder  and  Swartz.  It  is  true  that  these  men  have  a  monopoly 
in  our  midst,  so  far  as  wealth  is  concerned,  but  it  would  b», 
wrong  to  blame  the  majority  for  the  crimes  of  a  few." 

"  The  majority,  if  even  good  and  charitable,  are  to  blame," 
replied  Harry,  firmly,  "  for  if  they  outnumber  the  miserable 
creatures  whose  sole  thought  is  to  amass  wealth  from  the  suf- 
ferings of  our  country,  it  is  their  duty  to  thwart  such  desires 
by  every  possible  means,  and  it  could  be  done  were  the  proper 
steps  taken.  But  they  have  heretofore  displayed  an  indiffer- 
ence almost  criminal,  and  appear  to  participate  in  the  unworthy 
prejudice  against  refugees.  Forgetful  that  they  may  to-morrow 
be  similarly  situated,  they  lend  a  moral,  if  not  an  active  aid,  in 
the  oppression  of  this  unfortunate  portion  of  our  people,  and 
are  perfectly  careless  whether  want  and  misery  overtake  them 
or  not.  We  must  not  forget  that  these  refugees  are  as  much 
entitled  to  a  home  in  this  as  in  their  own  State.  Their  hus- 
bands, fathers  and  brothers  are  fighting  to  protect  us  from  sub- 
jugation, and  if  we  are  unmindful  of  the  comfort  of  their 
relatives,  it  not  only  entails  disgrace  upon  our  name,  but 
fenders  us  deserving  of  a  similra*  fate,  and  worse  treatment." 

" I  agree  v/ith  you,"  said  the  doctor,  "and  so  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  everything  -that  can  be  done  for  them  shall  be 
performed,  and " 

'Here  a  knock  at,  the  door  interrupted  the  conversation. 
Harry  opened  it,  and  Drs.  Mallard  and  Purtell  were  announced. 

"  Good  morning  to  you,  gentlemen."  said  Dr.  Humphries,  as 
soon  as  they  entered.  "I  am  very  glad  you  have  answered  my 
call  so  promptly.  The  case  I  desire  you  to  see  is  one  of  great 
seriousness,  but  I  withhold  any  opinion  until  you  have  seen  the 
patient  and  expressed  your  ideas  about  it." 

"I  suppose  it  is  the  lady  who  was  accused  of  theft,"  said 
Dr.  Mallard. 

"  Yes  sir,"  answered  Harry,  "it  is  the  same  person." 

"  I  observed  her  features  very  attentively  during  the  trial," 
remarked  Dr.  Mallard,  "  and  so  convinced  was  I  that  she  would 
soon  be  insane,  that  I  determined,  in  the  event  of  her  being 


found  guilty,  to  have  her  released  and  placed  under  my  .care  on 
that  plea.  Is  she  raving'?'"  he  added  inquiringly  of  Dr.  Hum- 
phries. '  (  ■•         ' 

\",Yes,"  replied,  that,  gentleman,  "but  in  her  ravings  she 
mates  no  Elusion  whatever  to  her  wretched  life  of  the  past  few 
month?.  She  fancies  herself  at  home  in  New  Orleans  again, 
and  as  all  was  then  happiness  with  her,  so  does  everything 
appear  to  her  mind  the  reflex  of  her  past  days;" 

"'We  had  better  see  her  now,"  said  Dr.  Purtell,  "for  the 
sootier' something  is  done  towards  restoring  her  reason  the 
better." 

" Certainly,"  answered  Dr.  Humphries,  "walk  this  way," 
he. continued,  leading  them  toward  Mrs.  Wentworth's  chamber. 

At  the  door  he  was  met  by  llmma,  who  had  been  watching 
by  the  bedside  pf-  the  maniac  all  the  morning. 

"  Walk  easily,"  she  whispered  as  the  three  gentlemen  ap- 
peared at  the  door.  "  She  is  now  calmer  than  ever,  but  the 
slightest  noise  will  excite  her  again." 

The  medical  gentlemen  entered  the  room  with  noiseless  steps 
snd  remained  for  several  minutes  watching  the  sleeping 
sufferer.  Her  emaciated  features  were  flushed  from  excitement 
and  her  breathing  was  hard  and  difficult.  In  her  sleep,  she 
softly  murmured  words  which  told  of  happy  years  that  were 
past  and  vanished  forever  and.  could  never  more  return.  The 
broken  sentences  told  of  love  and  happiness,  and  a  deep  feeling 
of  sympathy  stole  into  the  breasts  of  her  hearers  as  they  listened 
to  her  ravings.  Alfred  was  sitting  by  the  bed  looking  on  the 
wreck  of  his  wife,  and  when  the  doctors  entered,  he  arose  and 
briefly  saluted  them.  To  their  words  of  condolence  he  made 
no  reply,  for  his  heart  was  bitter  with  grief,  and  he  felt  ,that 
consolatory  language  was  a  mockery,  and  however  well  meant 
and  sincere  it  may  have  been,  it  could  not  relieve  the  agony  he 
felt  at  witnessing  the  destruction,  of  his  family's  happiness. 
Ob,  let  those  alone  who  have  felt  the  burning  of  the  heart 
when  it  was  wrung  with  agony,  appreciate  the  misery  of 
men  struck  down  from  the  pedestal  of  earthly  joy  and  buried 
in  the  gulf  of  wretchedness.  We  have  known  homes  where 
the  heart  beat  high  with  joy,  and  life  promised  to  be  a  future 
cf  happiness  and  peace  ;  where  the  fairest  flowers  of  affection 
seemed  to  bloorn  for  us,  and  over  our  pathway  floated  its  per- 
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fume,  while  before  our  sight  its  loveliness  remained  un  dimin 
ished  until  that  fatal  delusion,  Hope,  intoxicated  the  senses  and/ 
made  us  oblivious  to  reality.  A  brief  spell — a  charm  of  short 
duration,  and  the  hallucination  is  dispelled,  only  to  leave  us 
seared  and  blasted,  almost  hating  mankind,  and  wearing  .the 
mask  of  the  hypocrite,  leading  a  double  life,  to  hide  the  afetr's 
left  by  unsuccessful  ambition,  or.  disappointed  aspiration. 
What  Were  death  itself  compared  with  the  misery  of  finding, 
When  too  late,  that  the  hopes  and  happiness  we  deemed  reality,' 
were  but  a  shadow,  not  a  substance,  which  lingered  for  awhile 
and  left  us  to  curse  our  fate. 

And  yet  it  is  but  life— oue  hour  on  the  pinnacle,  the  other 
on  the  ground.     But  to  our  tale. 

After  remaining  by  the  bedside  for  several  minutes,  the  doc- 
tors were  about  to  leave,  when-fdrs.  Wentworth  awoke  from 
her  sleep,  and  gazed  with  an  unmeaning  look  upon  the  gentle- 
men. She  recognized  no  one — not  even  her  husband,  who 
never  left  her,  save  when  nature  imperatively  demanded  repose. 

The  doctors  requested  that  Alfred  and  Emma  would  retire 
while  they  examined  the  patient.  In  accordance  with  their 
wishes,  they  did  so,  and  Alfred,  entering  the-  balcony,  paced  i;p 
and  down,  impatient  for  the  result  of  the  consultation.  The 
door  of  Mrs.  Wentworth' s  chamber  remained  closed  lor  nearly 
half  an  hour,  when  it  opened,  and  Drs.  Humphries,  Mallard 
and  Furtell  issued  from  it,  looking  grave  and  sad. 

The  heart  of  the  husband  sank  as  he  looked  at  their  features. 

"Let  me  know  the  worst,"  he  said,  huskily,  as  they  ap- 
proached him. 

"  We  will  not  deceive  you,"  replied  Dr.  Mallard,  "  your  wife, 
we  fear,  will  remain  a  maniac  while  her  strength  lasts,  v.kI 
■;■'•. on "  here  he  paused. 

"And  then "  replied  Alfred,  inquiringly. 

"We  fear  she  will  only  recover  her  reason  iodic,"  oonttiu.-rd. 
Dr.  Mallard  in  a  tone  of  sympathy. 

"  God  help  me,"  uttered  thd  soldier,  as  he  sunk  on  a  chair 
and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 

After  a  few  more  words  full  of  sympathy  and  condolence  the 
two  doctors  left,  and  shortly  after  Dr.  Humphries  dispatched  a 
*  servant  to  bring  the  little  boy  from  the.  old  negro's  cabin. 
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"  His  presence  may  rally  Mr.  Wentworth,"  the  doctor  ob- 
served to  Harry.     "Since  the  consultation  he  has  remained  in' 
the  same  seat,  and  has  never  once  visited  the  room  of  his  wife 
Something  mast  be  done  to  rouse  him  from  his  grief,  otherwise- 
it  will  be  fatal  to  his  health." 

"The  presence  of  his  son  may  be  beneficial,"  said  Harry  ^ 
"but  I  do  aot  believe  the  child  can  while  him  away  from  the, 
scrfow  he  has  met  with.     It  has  been  a  hard — a  fatal  blow, 
and  has  fallen  with  fearful  effect  upon  my  poor  friend." 

In  a*bout  an  hour  the  servant  returned  with  the  child.  He 
hlad  been  neatly  dressed  in  a  new  suit  of  clothes  and  looked 
the  embodiment  of  childish  innocence. 

!'  Taking  him  by  the  hand  Dr.  Humphries  led  him  into  the 
balcony  where  Alfred  still  sat  with  his  face  buried  in  his  hands, 
deep  in  thought  and  racked  with  grief. 

'.' Here,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "here  is  your  son.  The 
living  and  well  claim  your  attention  as  well  as  those  who  are 
gone  and  those  who  suffer." 

Alfred  raised  his  head  and  gazed  at  the  child  for  a  moment. 

"'My  boy,"  he  exclaimed  at  last,  "  you  are  the  last  link  of  a 
or.oe  happy  chain."  As  he  spoke  he  pressed  the  child  to  his 
bosom,  cirA  ™e  strong-hearted  soitlier  found  relief  in  tears. 


y.xc. 


CHAPTER  THIRTIETH. 

liii-VTH    OF  THE    S'.'LDIliu's    WIFE. 

The  presence  of  his  child  lightened  but  did  nvi  remove  the 
of  Alfred  Wentworth.  The  love  he  bor%  his  wife  may 
be  likened  to  the  love  of  the  eagle  for  liberty.  Cage  it,  and 
the  noble  bird  pines  away;  no  longer  allowed  to  soar  on  high, 
but  fettered  by  man,  it  sickens  and  dies,  nor  can  it  be  tamed 
sufficiently  to  become  satisfied  Avith  the  wires  of  a  cage.  So 
it  was  with  the  soldier.  His  love  tor  his  wife  was  of  so  deep 
and  fathomless  a  nature,  that  the  knowledge  of  her  being  a 
maniac,  and  only  returning  to  reason  to  die,  changed  the  cur- 
rent of  his  nature,  and  from  being  a  friendly  and  communica- 
tive manK  he  became  a  silent,  and  morose  being.     The  world 
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"had  lost  its  charms,  and  the  blank  left  in  his  heart,  the  sejfr 
upon  his  mind,  the  agony  at  knowing  that  his  wife— his  ptfie 
and  peerless  wife,  had  been  compelled  from  her  necessities  to 
take  that  which  was  not  her  own,  could  never  be  filled,  never 
be  healed  and  never  be  eased. 

.A  wife  !  We  know  not  from  experience  what  it  means,  but 
there  is  a  something,  an  inward  voice,  which  tells  us  that -la 
wife  is  the  holiest  gift  of  God  to  man.  A  wife  !  what  is  it  ? 
A  woman  to  cherish  and  protect,  to  give*  the  heart's  affection 
to,  and  to  receive  all  the  confiding  love  with  which  her  bbsoni 
is  filled.  The  partner  of  your  lufppiness— the  source  of  all 
that  makes  man  good  and  binds  him  to  earth ;  the'solace  of 
woes,  the  sharer  of  joys — the  gentle  nurse  in  sickness,  and  the 
fond  companion  in  health.  Oh !  there  is  a  something  in  the 
name,  which  thrills  the  heart,  and  makes  it  beat  with  emotion 
at  the  sound  of  the  word.  Amid'  the  cares  and  pleasures  of 
man,  there  can  be  no  higher,  no  worthier  desire  than  to  share 
his  triumphs  with  a  wife.  When  Ambition  tempts  him  to 
mount  yet  higher  in  this  earthly  life,  and  take  his  stand  among 
the  exalted  men  of  genius,  who  so  fitting  to  be  Xie  '  artuer  ox 
his  fame  as  the  gentle  woman  of  this  world,  ami  when  disap- 
pointed in  his  aspirations,  when  the  cold  frowns  of  a  callous 
world  drive  him  from  the  haunts  of  men,  who  so  soothing  as; -a 
Wife?  She  will  smoothe  the  wrinkles  on  his  forehead,  and  by 
words  of  loving  cheer  inspire  him  with  courage  and  bid  him 
brave  the  censure  and  mocking  of  the  world,  and  strive  again 
to  reach  the  summit  of  his  desires.  A  Wife !  There  is  no  word 
that  appeals  with  greater  force  to  the  heart  than  this.  From 
the  moment  the  iover  becomes  the  Wife,  her  life  becomes  a 
fountain  of  happiness,  to  a  husband,  which  gushes  out  and  rims 
down  the  path  of  Time,  never  to  cease,  uutil  the  power  of  the 
Invisible  demands  and  the  Angel  of  Death  removes  her  from 
his  side.  Age  meets  them  hand  in  hand,  and  still  imbued  with 
a  reciprocity  of  affection,  her  children  are  taught  a  lesser,  from 
herself  which  makes  the  WifVfr-0111  generation  to  generation, 
the  same  medium  of  admiration  for  the  world,  the  same  object 
of  our  adoration  and  homage.  Vie  write  these  lines  with 
homage  and  respect  for  the  Wife,  and  with  an  undefined  emo- 
tion in  «ur  hearts,  which  tells  us  they  are  correct,  and  that  the 
value  of  a  Wife  is  all  the  imagination  can  depict  and  the  pen 
indite. 
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|^  And  to  lose  one !  Oh!  what  sorrow 'it  mu3t  awaken — -how 
'  %e  fountains  of  grief  must  fill  to  overflowing ,  when  the  com- 
pajpion  of  your  life  is  torn  from  you  by  the  hand  of  Death ! 
^"o; wonder,;  then,  that  the  heart  of  Alfred  Wentworth  bled 
wit&  woe,  and  he  became  a  changed  man.  What  cared  he 
longer  for  this  world  ?.  Almost  nothing  !  But  one  thing  urged 
him, to  rally,  his  energies  and  meet  the  blow  with  fortitude 
whenever  it  should  come.  It  was  the  knowledge  that  his  little 
b»y  fvould  need  a  father's  care.  This  made  him  not  quite 
oblivfous  to  this  world,  for  though  his  life  would  be  in  the 
front,  so  soon  as  he  returned  to  the  battle-field,  there  were 
chances  for  his  escaping  death,  and  his  desire  wa*  to  live,  sj 
that  the  child  might  grow  up  and  remind  him  of  his  wife.  17o, 
not  remind  !  'As  fresh  as  the  hour  when  love  first  entered  his 
heftrt  for  her — as  plain  as  the  clay  he  led  her  to  the  altar  and 
registered  his  vows  to  Ileaven — and  as  pure  as  herself,  would 
his  memory  ever  be  for  her.  Time  can  soothe  woes,  obliterate 
the  scars  left  by  grief,  but  the  memory  of  a  de?d  wife  can  never 
be  extinguished  in  the  mind  of  a  husband,  even  though  her 
place,  in  his  heart  may  be  filled  by  another.  She  -must  ever  b-? 
recollected  by  hiiri,  and  each  hour  he  thinks  of  her,  so  will  her 
virtues  shine  brighterand  more  transparent,  and  her  fault?,'  if 
any,  become  forgotten,  as  they  were  forgiven.  But  we  weary 
the  reader  with  these  digressions,  and  will  proceed  to  close  our 
narrative.  , 

Three  additional  weeks  passed,  and  still  Mrs.  Wentworth 
remained  insane,  but  her  insanity  being  of  a  gentle,  character, 
Dr.  Humphries  would  not  permit  her  to  be  sent  to  the  lunatic 
asylum,  as  her  husband  advised.  It  is  true,  he  desired  it  more 
for  the  purpose  of  avoiding  being  the  recipient,  of  any  farther 
favors,  than  because  he  thought  it  necessary./  This  morbid 
sensitiveness  shrank  from  being  obligated  .to  a  comparative 
stranger  like  the  doctor,  and  it  was  not  until  the  old 'gentleman 
absolutely  refused  to  permit  Mrs.  Wentworth  to  leave  th± 
house,  that  he  yielded  his  assent  to  her  remaining.. 

"  As  you  insist  upon' it,"  he  remarked,'  "I  make  ho  further 
opposition  to  her  remaining,  but  I  think  it  an  imposition  ou 
your  benevolence  that  your  home  shall  be  made  gloomy  by  my 
wife  being  in  it." 

"Not  in  the  least  gloomy,  air,"  replied  the  doctor,  "nor  do 
I  think  it  the  slightest  imposition  upon  nay,  benevolence.     Were 
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it  oily  to  repay  the  debt  Harry  owes  you  for  the  preservation i. 
oTdiis  life,  I.  should  insist  upon  her  not  being  removed.  Butj 
deem  it  a  duty  we  owe.to  our  ^suffering  fellow  mortals,  andi* 
long  as  she  remains  in  her  present  state,  so  long  will  she  b$aip. 
inmate  of  my  house,  and  everything  that  can  lightenr/and. 
ameliorate  her  unhappy  condition  shall  be  deemed  a  pleasant 
business  to  perform."  v>  ;  "■'.' 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it,  sir,"'  said  Alfred,  grasping'  the  doctor's" 
hand  and  shaking  it  heartily,  "believe  me,  the  attention  J>f 
your  daughter,  Harry  and  yourself,  has  been  the  pasis  in  my 
present  desert  oi  Iffe,  and  though  in  a  few  short  weeks  I  expect 
ail  will  be-  over,  and  she  will  no  longer  need  your  care,  the 
memory  of  your  kindness  in  these  gloomy  times  Of  sorrow, 
shall  ever  remain  unfading  in  memory,  and  shall  always  be , 
spoken  of  and  thought  of  with  the  greatest  gratitude.         %, 

"No  gratitude  is  necessary,"  answered  the  doctor  as  he 
returned  the  pressure  of  Alfred  Wentworth's  hand,  "I  cobt 
ekler  myself  performing  a  sacred  duty,  both,  to  God  and  to 
b.v,r.iiit7»  and  no  jrratitude  is  needed  for  the  faithful  perform- 
anee  o_-ti_e.s«me. 

"  No.  no  sir,"  interrupted  Alfred,  hastily,  •"  it  is  nu  duty,  and 
cu..u-:t  be  looked  upon  as  such — at  least;. by  me." 

""Well,  ".veil,"  remarked  the  doctor, 
r.bcut  that.  I -only  wish  it  were  in  zz 
^'ui:;_r  vcu  a-;v.raT_te  that  vour  wife 
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«d  Alfred 

'■'■  I  ounr.vt  ujl,r;  rerlieu  the  doctor.  "  Her  strength  has  been 
h.i.irig  very  rapidly  for  the  past  week,. ana  I  do  not  think  she 
v-n  ,ast  muonaOLger. 

"  Could  nothir_g.be  done  to  keep  her  alive,  it  even  it  were  as 
a  man:....  '.  "  he  inquired,  and  then  added,  and  as  he  spoke,,  re- 
pressing the  emotion  he  felt,  "Could  she  but  live,  it  would  be 
some  solace  to  me,  for  then  I  should  have  her  with  me,  and  by 
procuring  a  position  m  some  of  the  departments,  be  enabled  to 
remain  with  her ;  hut  the  idea  of  her  dying — it  is  that  which 
saddens  me  and  almost  makes'  me  curse  the  hour  I  left  her. 
My  poor,  darling  wile  !" 
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^.The  last  words  were  uttered  as  if  he  were  speaking  to!.him,- 
i=f6lf,  and  the  tone  of  sorrow  in  which  he  spoke  touched  Dr., 
Humphries  deeply. 

\  ■"  Bear  with  fortitude  the  dispensations  of  a -Divine  Provi- 
dence;," :said  the  old  gentleman.     "  If  He  has  willed  ^hat  your  ., 
wife  shall  die,  you  must  bow  humbly  to  the  deeree.    Time  will 
assuage  your  grief  and  remove  from  your  mind  this  sad— too 
gad  fate  that  has  befallen  her." 

'  "  if  you  think  that  time  can  assuage  my  grief,"  replied 
Alfred^  "you  greatly  underrate  the  strength  of  my  affection. 
"When  a  mere  stripling,  I  first  met  my  wife,  and  from  that  hour 
b|i  thje  affection  I  possessed  was  hers.  Each  clay  it  grew 
stronger,  and  at  the  time  I  lef:  New  Orleans  with  my  regiment, 
throve  I  bore  my  wife,  and  for  her,  my  ^children,  could  not 
have  been  bartered  for  the  wealth  of  California.  She  was  to 
me,  a  dearer  object  than  all  else  on  earth,  and  more r" 

He  could  speak  no  longer,  so  overcome  was  he  with  emotion. 
Once  more  wringing  the  doctor's  hand,  he  left  the  room  and 
entered  the  chamber  of  his  wife. 

"  Unhappy  man,"  exclaimed  the  doctor,  when  he  was  alone, 
"  his  is,  indeed,  a  bitter  grief,  and  one  not  easily  obliterated." 

With  these  words  the  kind-hearted  old  gentleman  retired  to 
his  study,  greatly  moved  at  the  misfortunes  of  the  family  he 
had  been  brought  in  contact  with. 

The  firloughs  granted  to'  Alfred  and  Harry  had  been  re- 
newed on  the  expiration  of  the  time  they  had  been  granted  for, 
but  on  the  representation  of  Dr.  Humphries,  had  been  renewed. 
At  the  time  the  above  conversation  took  place,  they  were  again 
nearly  expirci],andllarry  determined  to  appeal  to  the  government 
once  more  for  a  second  renewal.  Accordingly  he  took  the  cars 
for  Richmond  and  obtaining  an  interview  with  the  Secretary 
of  War,  he  represented  the  condition  of  Mrs.  "Went worth,  and 
exhibited  the  certificates  of  several  doctors  that  she  could  not 
survive  two  months  longer.-  For  himself,  he  requested  a  fur- 
ther renewal  of  his  furlough  on  the  ground  of  his  approaching 
marriage.  With  that  kindness  and  consideration  which  distin- 
guished Gen.  Randolph,  his .  applications  were,  granted,  and 
leaves  of  absence  for  Alfred  and  himself  for  sixty  days  longer 
were  cordially  granted. 

With  the  furloughs,  he  arrived  from  Richmond  the  same  even- 
11 
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ing  that  the  conversation  related  above  took  place  between  ti>« 
doctor  and  Alfred,  and  on  the; return  of  his  friend  fromfms 
-wife's  chamber,  he  presented  him  with  his  leave;  ■  *. '.  -  ~- 

.".You  are  indeed  a  friend,"  remarked  Alfred,  "ahd$IcMi 
never  sufficiently  repay  the  kindness  you  have  shown  me/'  But 
Jbefore  this  furlough- expires  I  do  not  suppose  I  shall  have  an j 
■wife  to  be  with.         '  /"■.■■'■■■ 

"Why  do  you  speak  so?  "  inquired  Harry.  ' ';.      " 

"  She  cannot  last  much  longer,"'  he  replied.  "  Although  .un- 
willingly and  with  sorrow  I  am  compelled  to  acknowledge  that 
every  day  she  sinks  lower,  and  to-day  her  appearance  denotes 
approaching  dissolution  too  plain,  even  for  nie  to  persuade 
myself  that  such  is  not  the  case."       "  "  'C^- 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  I  hope  you  are  mistaken,"  observed;  his1 
friend,  "for  I  feel  that  such  language  can  never  lighten'1  itdr 
remove  your  sorrow.  But  be  assured  that  I  deeply  sympathize 
with  you  in  your  affliction."  H'' 

"I  know  it,"  he  answered.  "Would  to  heaven  all  in  thl 
South  were  like  you.  It  might  have  been  different  with  my 
poor  wife,  and  my  angel  girl  might  have  been  alive  this  day. 
However,  it  was  not  their  duty  to  succor  and  protect  my 
family,  and  I  have  no  right  to  complain  because  they  lent  her 
no  helping  hand.  I  alone  must  bear  the  weight  of  my  afflic- 
tion, and  from  the  misery  it  causes  me,  I  devoutly  trust  none 
of  my  comrades  may  ever  know  it.  Here  your  betrothed 
comes,"  he  continued,  observing  Emma  at  the  door.  "  I  will 
leave  you  for  the  present,  as  I  suppose  -you  wish  to  speak  with 
her  and  I  desire  to  be  alone  for  awhile." 

"  Do  not  let  her  presence  hasten  your  departure,"  said  Harry, 
"  She  will  be  as  happy  in  my  company  while  you  are  here, .  as 
if  no  third  person  was  present." 

Alfred  smiled  faintly  as  he  replied:  "Her  presence  alone 
does  not  impel  me  to  leave,  but  I  desire  to  be  alone  for  a 
time.  My  mind  is  very  much  unsettled,  and  a  few  moments  of 
solitary  thought  will  restore  it  to  its  wonted  quietude." 

Rising  from  his  seat,  he  bade  Harry  adieu,  and  bowing  to 
Bmma,  who  entered  at  the  moment,  left  the  house  and  bent  his 
steps  toward  his  lodgings.  Dr.  Humphries  had  invited  him  to 
be  a  guest  at  his  house/  but  he  politely  but  firmly  declined  the 
aivitation,  at  the  same  time  his  days  were  spent  there  with  his 
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l^ife»  and  it  was  only  in  the  evening  he  left,  to  take  a  tew  mo- 
men%  of  rest.  From  the  time  he  discovered  his  wife,  and  $h> 
was  itemed  to  Dr.  Humphries'  residence,  he  had  never  been  %p 
any Other  place  than  the  doctor's  or  his  lodgings^  ;, 

.  Foul  days  after  Harry's  return,  he  was  seated  with  Emma  ia 
$ate,rJarlor  conversing  on  the  subject  of  his  marriage, , which  the 
fAir  gj|l  desired  put  off  until  after  Mrs.  Wentworth's  death, 
^fiieh.jier  father  told  her  could  not  be  postponed  many  weeks. 
Her  l.Qver  endeavored  to  combat  her  resolution,  by  deciarin  > 
$hat.  ipiile  Alfred  would  always  get  a  furlough  if  his  wile  was 
still. alive  at  the  expiration  of  its  time,  he  could' neither  ask  nor 
expect  to  obtain  any  further  extension.  They  Were  in  the 
midst  of  a  warm  discussion,  when  Dr.  Humphries  entered. 
He  bad  just  come  from  Mrs.  Wentworth's  room,  and  appeared 
exceedingly  sad. 
.  .'<  How  is  Mrs.  WentwortSi  this  morning,  father?"  inquired 

£ma,  as  the  doctor  entered,  and  observing  his  mournful 
L  ression,  she  added,  "  What  is  the  matter." 

"  Mrs.  Wentworth  has  recovered  her  reason,  and  is  dying/' 
he  replied. 

'•Poor  Alfred,"  observed  Harry,  "this  hour  will  not  take 
him  by  surprise,  but  it  cannot  fail  to  add  to-' his  grief," 

;'  Has  he  been  here  this  morning,"  asked  the  doctor. 

"Not  yet,"  answered  Harry,  "but,"  he  continued,  looking 
at  his  watch,-  "  he  will  soon  be  here,  for  it  is  now  his  usual 
hour  of  coming." 

"I  trust  he 'will  not  delay,"  said  Dr.  Humphries  "for  his 
wife  cannot  last  three  hours  longer." 

"  In  that  event,"  I  had  better  go  and  look  for  him,"  Harry 
observed  'he  never  leaves  his  lodgings  except  to  come  here, 
and  there  will  be  no  difficulty  in  finding  him." 

Rising  from  his  seat,  he  took  up  his  hat  and  departed  for  his 
friend.  Before  he  had  gone  two  squares  he  met  Alfred,  and 
without  saying  anything  to  him?  retraced  his  steps  to  the  doc- 
tor's window. 

'•'  M^>  friend"  said  Doctor  Humphries  as  Alfred  entered,  "the 
hour  has  come,  when  you  must  summon  all  your  fortitude  and 
hear  with  resignation  .the  stern  decree  of  the;  Almighty.  Your 
wife  is  perfectly  sane  this  morning  but  she  is  dying.  On  en- 
texirig, her  chamber  a  while  ago,  I  found  he,r  quite  composed  and 
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perfectly  sensible  of  the  life  she  had  passed  through.  ThouA 
she  did  not -recognize  me,  an  intuitive  knowledge  of  who  I  w*»> 
possessed  her,  and  her  first  request  was  that  you  should  b^sent 
to  her.  Tour  little  boy  is  now  with  her  and  she  awaits  ?your 
arrival."  »  |\ 

•  Taking  Alfred  by  the  hand  and  followed  by  Harry,  tlfe  doc- 
tor led  the  way  to  the  chamber  of  the  dying  wife.  The  ch|ld  was 
sitting  on  the  bed  with  his  mothers  arms  around  his  necK  -Em- 
ma, Elsie,  and  the  old  negro  were  standing  at  the  bedside"  look- 
ing sorrowfully  at  Mrs.  Wentworth.  As  soon  as  her  husbaria 
entered,  they  made  way  for  him  to  approach.  * 

"  Alfred,  my  husband"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wentworth,  extending 
her  arms,  "lam  so  glad  you  have  come  that  I  can  see  you  once 
more  before  I  die." 

<:  Eva,  my  heart  strings  are  torn  with  agony  to  see  you  thus" 
he  replied  raising  her  gently  and  pillowing  his  head  on  her 'bo- 
som, "  Oh!  my  wife,  that  this  should  be  the  end  of  all  my  hopes. 
What  consolation  is  there  left  to  me  on  earth  when  you  at£ 
gone." 

"  Speak  not  so  despairingly"  she  answered,  "  It  were  bettei 
that  I  should  die  than  live  with  a  burning  conscience.  My  hus- 
band, the  act  for  which  I  have  been  tried,  still  haunts  me,  for 
here  on  earth  it  will  ever  be  a  reproach,  while  in  Heaven,  the 
sin  I  committed  will  be  forgiven  throus^i  the  intercession  of  a 
divine  Sivior."  ,  ' 

"Perish  the  remembrance  of  that  act!"  answered  her  husband, 
"  To  me  my  darling  wife  it  can  make  no  difference,  for  I  regret 
only  the  necessity  which  impelled  you  to  do  it,  and  not  the  act. 
Live,  ch  my  wife,  live  and  your  fair  fame  shall  never  suffer,  while 
your  husband  is  ab;e  to  shield  you  from  the  reproaches  of  the 
world.  Though  the  proud  may  affect  to  scorn  you,  those  in 
whose  hearts  beats  a  single  touch  of  generosity  will  forgive  and 
forget  it,  and  if  even  they  do  not,  in  the  happiness  of  myunfalt- 
eriug  effections,  the  opinions  of  the  world,  can  be  easily  disre- 
garded." 

"It  cannot  be"  she  answered,  "I  am  dying  Alfred, land  be- 
fore many  hours,  the  spirit  will  be  resting  in  heaven.  To  have 
youjby  my  side  ere  my  breath  leaves  my  body,  to  grasp  your 
hand,  and  gaze  on  your  loved  features  ere  I  die,  removes  all 
my  unbtppiness  of  the  weary  months  now  past,  and  I  leave  this 
-world  content."  -S 


t. 
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^  ".Oh  my  wife"  said  Alfred,  "  Is  thife  the  end  of  our  married 
Wm?'  Is  this  the  rewa|8  Ireap  for  serving  my  country  I  Oh ; 
|I  remained  in  New  Orleans,  the  eye  of  the  hbertine  Would 
have  been  cast  upon  you,  and  you  would  have  been  saved 
ifche  grasp  of  the  heartless-  speculator  and  extortioner.-^ 
lis  independence  compared  with  you  my  wife  ?  What 
^ave  Igained  by  severing  the  ties  of  love  and  leaving  a  happy 
fcomejfco  struggle  for  the  liberty  of  my  country  ?  A  dead  child 
'^— a  djjing  wife— a  child  who  will  now  be  motherless;  while  I 
|a  wretched  heart-broken  man.  Better,  far  better,  had  I 
'^esistdfi  the  calls  of  my  country,  and  remained  with  you,  than 
'4^,*eprnand  find  my  happiness  gone,  and  my  family  beggared, 
&a& tossing  on  the  rough  billows  of  adversity,  unheeded  by  the 
waallhy,  and  unfriended  by  all." 

''  •■  i'jjBpeak  not  so,  my  husband,"  she  answered,  "  my  sufferings* 
ma|/  be  the  price  of  independence,  and  I  meet  them  cheerfully. 
Though  in  my  hours  of  destitution,  despair  may  have  caused 
jfie  to  litter  words  of  anguish^  never,  for  a  moment,  have  I  re- 
fgretted  that  you  left  me,  to  struggle  for  your  country.  If  in 
my  sufferings  ;  if  in  the  death  of  my  child ;  if  in  my  death  ; 
and  if  in  the  destroying-  of  our  once  happy  family  circle,  the 
cause  for  which  you  are  a  soldier  is  advanced,  welcome  tLcin. 
Woman  can  only  show  her  devotion  by  suffering,  and  though 
I  cannot  struggle  with  you  on  the  battle-field,  in  suffering  as  I 
have  done,  I  feel  it  has  been  for  our  holy  cause." 

" Eva,  Eva,"  he  exclaimed,  "do  all  these  give  you  back  to 
me  ?  Do  they  restore  my  angel  daughter  ?  Do  they  bring 
pe  happiness  ?  Oh,  my  wife,  I  had  hoped  that  old  age  would 
meet  us  calmly  floating  down  the  stream  of  Time,  surrounded 
by  a  happy  family,  and  thanking  God  for  the  blessings  he  bad 
bestowed  upon  me.  When  I  first  led  you"  to  the  altar,  I  dreamed 
that  our.  lives  would  be*blended  together  for  many,  many  years» 
and  though  I  knew-  that  the  '  Lord  giveth  and  the  Lord  taketh 
away,'  and  that  at  any  time  we  may  die,  I  never  thought  that 
the  end  of  our  happiness  would  be  brought  about  in  such  a 
way  as  this.  You  tell  me  it  is  the  price  cf  Independence.  Aye, 
'and  it  is  a  fearful  price.  When  you  are  laid  in  the  cold  grave 
aside  of  Ella,  and  I  am  struggling  in  the  battle-field,  what  is 
'  there  to  inspire  me  with  courage,  and  bid  me  fight  on  until 
liberty  is  won  ?    And  when  it  is  at  last  achieved,  I  cannot  share 
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the  joy  of  my  comrades.  I  have  do  home  to  go  to^nd tf  ever 
1  have,  it  is  desolate.  Jfo  wife  is  there  to  w'eleOine* mp,-  rijj 
daughter  to  thank  me,  but  I  must  take  my  orphan  hoy  "by H 
hand,  *aiid  leading  him  to  your  grave,  kneel  by  its  side  and 
together  on  the  sod  that  covers  your  remains." 
'..  There  was  hot  a  dry  eye  in  the  room.  All  wept  wit|j|\h« 
husband,  and  even  the  dying  woman  could  not  restrain ,tijg 
tears.  '■"•.. 

■■-  "  Alfred,"  she  said,  ''do  not  weep.  My  husband,  up  ffchefe. 
in  Heaven,  we  will  meet  again,  and  then  the  desolation  o^earti 
will  be  more  than  repaid  by  the  pleasure  of  eternal  joy.'  Lej 
net  my  death  cause  you  to  falter  in  your  duty  to  the  South' 
Promise  me,  ray  husband,  that  through  all  changes  you  wil 
ever  remain  steadfast  end  loyal  to  her  sacred  cause.  Look  nol 
on  the  cruelty  of  a  few  men  as  the  wcrk  of  the  whole,  and  re- 
member that  if  even  you  are  not  made  happier  by  the  achieve 
raent  of  independence,  there  are  others  you  assist  in  making 
fc,  and  other  homes  which  would  have  been  as  desolate  as  yours 
bat  for  you  and  your  comrades'  defense.  Promise  me,  Alfred, 
that  so  long  as  the  Avar  lasts,  you  will  never  desert  the  South.' 

"  I  promise,"  he  replied. 

"There  is  now  but  one  thius;  that  gives  me  thought,"  sh< 
oc.ithmed,  her  voice  growing  weaker 'each  moment,  "our  litth 

"Shall  have  a  homo  so  long  as  I  live  and  his  lather  is  serving 
his  country,"  interrupted  Dr.  Humphries.  "Rest  easy  on  thai 
subject,  madam,"  lie  continued,  "  it  will  be  a  pleasure  for  me.tc 
take  care  of  the  boy." 

"  Then  I  die  happy,"  said  Mrs.  "Wentworth,  and  turning  tc 
her  husband  she  said  with  difficulty,  "  Farewell,  my  husband 
Amid  all  my  trials  and  sufferings  my  love  for  you  has  ever  beec 
a:-;  true  and  pure  as  the  hour  we  married.  To  die  in  your  arms. 
with  ray  head  on  your  bosom  was  ail  I  wished,  and  my  deshv 
is  gradfied.     Farewell." 

Before  her  husband  could  reply  her  reason  had  vanished,  and 
she  remained  oblivious  to  all  around  her.  Her  eyes  were  closed, 
and  the  moving  of  her  lips  alone  told  that  she  yet  lived. 

"Eva !  darling !  "Wife  !"  exclaimed  Alfred  passionately 
"Speak  to  me!  oh  my  angel  wife,  speak  one  word  to  me  ere  you 
file.    Look  at  me  !  say  that  you  recognize  me.     Awake  to  con- 
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■^io,PSDes"a,  and  let  me  hear  the  sound' of  your  voice  once  more, 
Tlwke  up  my  wife  "he  continued  wildly,"  Oh, for  another  word 
.^ofte  look  before  you  are  no  more." 

,.  Hi&wild  and  passionate  words  Teach.ed  *  the:  ear  of  the  dying 
woman.,  and  her  voice  came  agaiii,  but  it  was  the  dying  flicker  of  .. 
the  expiring  lamp.     She  slowly  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  up 
in  the  Ace  of  her  husband.  v 

*"Alfr4d — husband,  happiness"  she  murmured  softly,  then 
gently  jwawiag  down  his  head,  her  lips  touched  his  for  an  in- 
Itant,  alp  the  soldier's  wife  embraced  her  husband  for  the.  last 
lime  on  $arth.  » 

^leleaaing  his  head  Mrs.  Wentworth  kept  her  eyes  fixed  upoi; 
thos*e  b-jp  her  husband.  Their  glances  met  and  told  their  tale  of 
deep  .arid  unutterable  affection.  ,  .The  look  they  gave  each  other 
pierced  their  souls,  arid  lit  up  each  heart  with  the  fires  of  love. 
Thus* 'they  continued  for  several  minutes,  when  Mrs.  Went- 
worth, rising -on  her.  elbow,  looked  for  a  moment  on  the  grie):' 
struck  group  around  her  bed. 

f  "Farewell,"'  she  murmured,  and  then  gazing  at  her  husband., 
her  lips  moved,  but  her  words  could  not  be  heard. 
^"■Stooping  his  ear  to  her  lips,  Alfred  caught  their  import,  and 
the  tears  coursed  down  his  cheek. 

The  words  were,  "My  husband  I  die  happy  in  your  arms.."' 

As  if  an  Almighty  power  had  occasioned  xhe  metamorphasi^. 
the  countenance  of  the  dying  woman  rapidly  changed,  and  her 
features,  bore  the  same  appearance  they  had  in  years  gone  by, 
A  smile  lingered  round  her  iips,  and  over  her  face  was  a  beauti- 
ful and  saint-like  expression.  The  husband  gazed  upon  it,  and 
her  resemblance  to  what  she  was  in  days  of  yore,  flashed  across 
his  mind  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning.  But  the  change  did 
not  last  long,  for  soon  she  closed  her  eyes  and  loosened  her  grasp 
on  her  husband's  neck,  while  her  features  returned  their  wan 
and  cheerless  expression.  Nothing  but  the  -rnile  remainea,  and: 
that  looked  heavenly.  Alfred  still  supported  her  ;  he  thought 
she  was  asleep. 

"  She  is  now  in  heaven,"  said  Doctor  Humphries  solemnly. 

Yes,  she  was  dead !     No  more  could  the  libertine  prosecute 

her  with  his  hellish  passions ;  no  more  could  his  .vile  and  lustful 

"desires  wreak  their  vengeance  on  her,  because  of  disappointment. 

No  more  could  the  heartless  extortioner  turn  her  from  a  shelter 
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to  perish  in  the  streets.  '  No  more  could  the  hardened  and  ,jp- 
charitable  speculator  -wring  from  her  the  last  farthing,  nor  cGuld 
suffering  and  starvation  tempt  her  any  more  to  commit  wfrong. 
No — she  is  in  heaven.  There  the  libertine  is  not  and  cannevet 
he.  There  she  will  ever  find  a  shelter,  for  there  the  extcf doner 
rules  not.  There  the  speculator  can  never  dwell,  and  jjx  that 
holy  abode,  suffering  and  starvation  can  never  be  knoTfil.  ]£a 
-eternity  of  happiness  was  now  hers.  To  the  home  of  t|te  Fath- 
er and  to  the  dwelling  of  the  Son,  her  spirit  had  winged  its 
flight,  and  henceforth,  in&tead  of  tears,  and  lamentations  the 
voice  of  another  angel  would  be  heard  in  Paradise  chauntifcg 
the  praises  of  Jehovah.         '  • 

Yes,  the  eye  of  God  was  turned  upon  the  soldiers  wife, .  and 
she  was  made  happy.  Her  months  of  grief  and  misery  were- 
obliterated,  and  the  Almighty  in  his  infinite  goodness,  h  •-.  I*Mkea 
her  to  himself — had  taken  her  to  Heaven.  The  spirit  of  the 
mother  is  with  the  child,  and  both  are  now  in  that  home,  where 
we  all  hope  to  go.  In  the  ear  of  the  soldier,  two  angels  are 
whispering  words  of  divine  comfort  and  peace,  and  as  their  gea- 
tle  voice  enter  his  heart,  a  feeling  of  resignation  steals  over 
his  mind,  and  kneeling  over  the  dead  body  of  Lis  wits  he  gently 
murmurs, 

"Thy  will  be  done  oh  God  !" 

Every  voice  is  hushed,  every  tear  is  dried,  and  the  prayer  of 
the  soldier  ascends  to  Heaven  for  strength  to  hear  his  affliction. 
The  eye  of  God  is  now  upon  him,  and  He  can  minister  to  the 
supplicant. 


*  CHAPTER  THIRTY-FIRST. 

CONCLUSION. 

The  dead  was  buried.  The  hearse  was  followed  by  a  large 
concourse  of  Dr.  Humphries'  friends,  who  were  brought  there 
by  the  sad  tale  of  tiie  trials  of  the  Soldier's  Wife.  The  funeral 
service  was  read,  and  after  the  grave  was  closed  many  grouped 
around  Alfred  and  offered  their  condolence.  He  only  bowed  but 
m.ade  no  reply.   The  body  of.  Ella  had  been  previously  disinterred 
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r»nd  placed  in  the  same  grave  which  afterward  contained  her ; 
mother,  and  on  the  coffins  of  his  wife  and  child  Alfred.  Went- 
wdrth  took  a  last  look.    When  the  service  was  over  he  turned  . 
awaly,  and  accompanied  by  Harry  returned  to  the  dwelling  of 
the  doctor,  where,  with  his  boy  oh  his  knees,  he  conversed. 

"Jjfy  furlough  does  not  expire  for  forty  days,"  he  observed, 
■"  butt  I  shall  rejoin  my  regiment  in-. a  week  from  this  time.   The 
objeci  for  which  it  was  obtained  being  no  longer  there,  it* is ' 
,  only  just  that  I  shall  report  for  duty." 

"T£ou  must  do  no  such  thing,"  answered  Harry,  "  I  wiih  you 
to  rwnain  until  your  leave  expires." 

I'jfVhy  ?"  asked  Alfred,  in  a  tone  of  surprr-o.^ 
'^•Well,  the  fact  is,"  said  Harry,  "  I  will  be  married  in  thirty 
$ayj,  and  it  is  my  urgent  desire,  that  you  shall  be  with  me  on 
my  marriage  day,  as  a  guest,  if  not  as  a  friend." 

"lean  make  but  a  poor  guest,"  he  replied.  "My  heart  is 
too  full  of  grief  to  willingly  join  in  the  mirth  and  happiness 
such  festivities  bring  with  them.  You  must  therefore  excuse 
me.  I  should  indeed  start  at  once  did  I  not  desire  to  find  a 
place  to  leave  this  child." 

"  You  need  not  trouble  yourself  about  him,"  remarked  Harry, 
"  the  doctor  assured  your  wife  that  he  should  take  care  of  the 
b«y,  and  I  feel  certain  he  will  be  a  father  to  him  during  your  ab- 
sence. Nor  will  I  excuse  your  absence  at  my  wedding,  for  I 
do  not  see  why  you  should  object  if  I  desire  it,  and  Emma,  I 
know,  will  be  very  much  pleased  at  your  presence.  So  o2er  no 
excuses,  but  prepare  yourself  to  remain." 

"  As  you  appear  so  much  to  desire  it,"  he  answered.  "  I  will 
remain,  but  I  assure  you  I  feel  but  little  inclined  for  such  pleas- 
ure at  the  present  time,  particularly  a  wedding,  which  cannot 
fail  to  bring  up  reminisences  of  a  happy  day,  not  so  long  gone 
but  that  it  still  remains  in  my  memory,  as  fresh  and  vivid  as 
when  I  was  an  actorpn  a  similar  occasion." 

"  Let'  not  such  thoughts  disturb  you,"  said  Harry,  "let  the 
Past  bury  the  Past.  Look  forward  only  to  the  Future,  and 
there  you  will  find  objects  worthy  of  your  ambition,  and  if  you 
will  pursue  them,  they  will  serve  to  eradicate  from  your  mind 
the  harrowing  scene  you  have  just  passed  through.  Believe  me, 
Alfred,"  he  continued,  "  it  will  never  do  to  pass  your  days  in 
vain. regrets  at  what. is  passed  and  vanished.  ,    It  serves  to  irri- 
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tate  and  keep  open  the  wounds  in  our  lives,  while'- it -'.never' 
soothes  the' afflicted,  nor  gives  us  a  moment  of  peace.  Let  thej 
present  and  future  alone  occupy  your/thoughts.  They  will  gifC 
vow  food  for  reflection,  sufficient  to  bury  all  former  unhap^i- 
ness,  and  to  entail  upon  you  a  return"  of  that  parthly  joy  yoti 
once  possessed."  "  ■   •. 

"Your  remarks  are  correct  in'  theory,  my  friend,"  relied 
Alfred,  "  but  they  cannot  be. put  into  practice.  Sooner  ca6  the 
Mississippi  river  be  drained  of  its  waters  than  the  inexorable 
Past  be  obliterated  from-  the  mind  of  man.  It  must  ever  remain 
in  ] lis i  memory,  and  though  at  times  it  may  lie  dormant^  the 
slightest  event  will  be  all  that' is  necessary  to  awake' ij  int#Kfe, 
The  cares  of  the  present  may  deprive  it.  of 'active  participation 
in  the  mind ;  anxiety  for  the  future  may  prevent  the  mind  of 
man  from  actively  recurring  to  it,  but  it  still  remains  indellibly 
imprinted  on  the  memory,  and  though  a  century  of' years  should 
pas.-?,  and  the  changes  of  Time  render  the  Present  opposite  to 
the  Past,  the  latter  can  never  be  forgotten.  Think  not  that, 
coming  years  can  render  me  oblivious  to  my  present  affliction. 
They  may  make  dull  the  agony  I  now  feel,  and  perchance  I  will 
then  wear  as  bright  a  smile  as  I  did  in  years  ago,  but  the  re- 
membrance of  my  wife  and  child  will  never  be  "blunted  ;  no, 
nor  shall  a  shade  cross  over  my  heart,  and  dim  the  affection  I 
had- for  them  while  living,  and  for  then-  memory  now  that  they 
;  re  in  the  grave." 

Alfred  was  right.  The  words  of  Harry  were  a,. theory  which 
sounds  well  enough  for  advice,  but  which  can  never  be  placed 
into  practice.  The  Past!  who  can  forget  it  ?  The  Present, 
with  its  load  of  cares ;  with  its  hours  of  happiness  and  pros- 
perlty  ;  with  its  doubts  and  anxieties,  is  not  sufficiently  power- 
fed  to  extinguish  remembrance  of  the  Past.  The  Future,  to 
whiih  we  all  look  for  the  accomplishment  of  our  designs — the 
achievement  of  our  ambitions  purposes-fc-cannot  remove  the 
Past.  Both  combined  are  unequal  to  tm  task,  and  the  daily 
life  of  man  proves  it  so. 

The  Past !  what  a  train  of  thought  does  it  suggest !  Aye, 
the  Past,  with  its  pleasures  and  misfortunes.  It  haunts  our 
consciences,  and  is  ever  before  our  eyes.  The  murderer,  though 
BEfely  concealed  from  the  world,  and  who  may  have  escaped 
punishment  by  man  for  years,  still  has  the  Past  to  confront  and 
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gi&rrass  his  mind.'  Penitence  and  prayer  may  lighten,  tut  can 
l&ver  remove  it.  Surrounded  though  he  be  with  health  and 
hffgpiness,  the  demon  of  the  Past  will  confront  him  ever,  and 
■  mak^e  his  life  wretched:  Oh,  what  a.  fearful  thing  is  that,  same 
Pastj  we  hear  gpoken  of  lightly  by  those  whose  lives  have  been 
along  a  smooth  and  flowery  track  over  the  same,  and  unmarked 
by  a  "single  adversity  or  crime.  A  single  deviation  from  the 
path. of  honor,  integrity  and  virtue,  and  as  years  roll  on  the 
memo*y  of  those  past  hours  will  cause  bitter  self-reproaeb,  for 
it  will  be  irremovable.  So  with  past  happiness  as  it  is  with  mis- 
ery andt  crime.  The  beggar  can  never  forget  his  past  joys  in 
contemplating  the  present  or  hoping  for  the  future,  but  it  must 
ever  relnain  a  source  of  never-failing. regret  and  the  fountain  of 
unhealable  wounds. 

The  Past ! but  no  more  of  it,  as  we  write  the  recollection 

of  .past  happiness  and  prosperity,  of  past  follies  and  errors  rise 
up'Wdth  vividness,  and  though  it  is  never  forgotten,  burns  with 
a  bffghter  light  than  before* 

-  Several  days  after  his  conversation  with  Harry,  Alfred 
received  a  metsage  from  Dr.  Humphries  requesting  him  to'  meet 
that  gentleman  at  ten  o'clock  the  same  morning  at  his  residence. 
Accordingly,  at  the  appointed  hour,  he  presented  himself  to  the 
Doctor,  by  whom  he  was  received  with  great  cordiality  and 
'kindness. 

';I  have  sent  for  you,  Mr.  Wentworth,"  began  the  doctor,  at 
sooif  as  Alfred  was  seated,  "  to  speak  with  yon  en  a  subject 
which  interests  you  as  well  as  myself.  As  you  are  aware,  I 
promised  your  wife  when  she  was  dying  that  your  remaining 
child  should  never  want  a  home  while  I  lived.  This  promise  I 
now  desire  you  to  ratify  by  gaining  your  consent  to  his  remain- 
ing with  me,  at  least  until  he  is  old  enough  not  to  need  the  care 
of  a  lady." 

"You  have  placed  me  under  many  obligations  already,  Dr. 
Humphries,"  replied  Alfred,  "and  you  will  pardon  me  if  I  feel 
loath  to  add  another  to  the  already  long  list.  I  have  already 
formed  a  plan  to  place  my  child  in  the  hands  of  the  Sisters  of 
Charity  at  Charleston,  by  whom  he  will  be  treated  with  the 
greatest  kindness,  and  with  bnt  small  expense  to  .myself.  You 
must  be  aware  that  as  a  soldier  my  pay  is  very  small,  while  I 
have  no  opportunity  of  increasing  my  salary  by  engaging  in  any 
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mercantile  pursuit.     Such  being  the  case,  and  as  I  could  na 
consent  to  your  defraying  the  expenses  of  the  child,  I  thinlpj 
better  for  him  to  be  where  I  shall  need  only  a  small  sujg  of  i 
money  ^o  pay  all  needed  charges.     At  the  same  time  lei  me 
assure  you  of  my  sincere  gratitude  for  your  generous  off|j,,'£ 

"I  will  not  hear  of  your  objections,  my  good  friend^  said 
the  doctor ;  "  it  is  my  desire  that  you  allow  me .  to  ad<|pt  the 
boy,  if  only  in  part.  My  daughter  will  shortly  be  mariffed,  aif 
you  are  aware,  and  th^n  I  shall  be  left  alone. ,:  I  possess;-  ample* 
means,  and  would  not  accept  a  dollar  in  return  for  the  expenses 
incurred  for  the  child,  while  his  presence  will  be  a  source  of 
happiness  to  me.  Already  I  have  formed  an  attachment  for 
him,  and  it  will  only  be  gratifying  my  sincere  wish  if  you  will 
give  your  consent.  Believe  me,  I  do  not  ask  it  for  the  purpose 
of  laying  you  under  any  obligations,  or  from  any  charitable 
motive,  but  from  an  earnest  desire  for  him  to  remain  with  me. 
Let  me  hope  that  you  will  give  your  consent."  * 

"I  scarcely  know  what  to  say,"  answered  Alfred,  "for  while. 
I  feel  a  natural  delicacy  in  giving  my  consent,  my  heart  telfe 
me  that  the  child  will  be  far  more  comfortable  than  if  Le  were" 
at  the  convent." 

"Why  then  do  you  not  give  your  consent  in  the  same  spirit 
the  offer  is  made,"  observed  the  doctor.  "My  dear  sir,"  he 
continued,  "  let  no  false  idea  of  delicacy  prevent  you  from  giv- 
ing your  consent  to  that  which  cannot  fail  to  render  your  fthild 
happy  and  comfortable." 

"I  cannot  give  a  decided  answer  to-day"  said  Alfred.  "You 
will  give  me  time  to  consider  your  offer— say  a  week.  In  the 
meantime  I  have  no  objection  to  my  child  remaining  with  you 
until  my  mind  is  decided  upon  what  course  I  shall  pursue." 

"I  suppose  I  must  be  satisfied  to  wait"  answered  doctor 
Humphi^es,  "but  let  me  trust  your  decision  will  be  a  favorable 
one."  As  I  remarked  before,  I  desire  you  consent,  from  none 
but  the  purest  motives,  and  I  hope. you  will  grant  it. 

The  sad  tale  with  which  we  have  endeavored  to  entertain  the. 
reader  is  over.  To  the  writer  it  has  been  no  pleasant  task,  but 
the  hope  that  it  may  prove  of  some  service,  and  of  some  inter- 
est to  the  public,  has  cheered  us  in  our  work,  and  disposed  us  to 
endure  its  unpleasantness.     Apart  from  the.  dearth   of  literary 
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Ructions  in  the  South,  we  have' believed  that  a  necessity  ex- 
Jsra|d  for  a  work  of  this  nature,  and  with  such  belief  we  have 
givljp  the  foregoing  pages  to  the  people,  in  the  hope  that  it  may 
f> rbvfe,  not  merely  a  novel  to  be  read,  criticised  arid  laid  aside, 
i>brat4|  be  thought  over,  and  its  truth  examined,  in  the  daily 
Jives  |f  hundreds  in  our  midst.  It  is  true,  that  with  the  license . 
bf  all  writers  we  may  have  embellished  misery  as  a  whole  to  a. 
greater  extent  than  reality,  but  if  it  is  taken  to  pieces  no  exag- 

ferati4n  will  be  discovered,  and  each  picture  drawn  herein  will 
e"fo|pul  as  truthful  as  our  pen  has  depicted. 
As  fhe  reader  may  desire  to  V^ow  what  become  ^f  the  prin- 
cipal «ftiaracters  remaining,  we  anticipated  their  desire,  by  mak- 
ing enquiry,  and  learned  the  following  facts,  which  we  give  to 
make  this  work  as  complete  as  possible. 

Thirty  days  after  the  burial  of  Mrs*.  "Wentworth,  a  large  as- 
semblage of  gaily  dressed  ladies  and  gentlemen  assembled  at  the 
residence  of  doctor  Humphries  to  witness  the  marriage  of  Ein- 
jfaa.    The  party  was  a  brilliant  one  ;  the  impressive  ceremony 

'of  the  Episcopal  church  was  read,  and  Harry  Shackleford  was 
the  husband  of  Emma  Humphries.  The  usual  amount  of  em- 
bracing and  congratulation  occurred  on  the  occasion,  after  which 
the  party  adjourned  to  the  dining  room,   where  a   sumptuous 

"'supper  had  been  prepared,  and  which  was  partaken  of  by  the 
guests  with  many  compliments  to  the  fair  bride  and  bride- 
groom, while  many  toasts  were  offered  and  drank,  wishing  long 
life,  health  and  prosperity  to  the  young  couple..  The  party 
lasted  to  a  late  hour  in  the  night,  when  the  gu?sts  dispersed,  all 
present  having  spent  their  hours  in  gaiety  and  happiness. 

No,  not  all,  for  apart  from  the  throng,  while  the  manage  cer- 
emony was  being  read,  was  one  who  looked  on  the  scene  with  a 
sad  heart.  Clad  in  deep  mourning,  and  holding  his  child  by  the 
hand,  Alfred  Wentworth  standing  aloof  from  the  crowd,  saw 
Emma  and  his  friend  united  as  man  and  wife  with  deep  emotion. 
It  had  been  only  a  few  years  before,  that  he  led  his  wife  to  the 
altar  and  the  reminiscences  of  the  present  awoke,  and  stirred  his 
grief,  and  brought  back  upon  him,  with  the  greatest  force,  his 
sad  bereavement.  A  tear  started  to  his  eyes,  as  he  thought  of 
his  present  unhappines,  and  he  turned  aside,  to  hide  his  emotion 
from  the  crowd.  Dashing  the  tear  away,  he  offered  his  con- 
gratulation and  good  wishes  to  the  newly  married  couple,  as  he 
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thought,  with  calmness,  but  the  quiver  of  His  lips  as  he  sp^kfe,' 
did  not  pass-  unperceived  by  Harry,  arid  as  he  clasped  i\\jk.  ex' 
tended  hand  of  his  friend,  a  feeling  of  sympathy,  whhjfe  "'he 
could  afford  even  in  his  happiness,  crept  over  him.  |. "  *  * 

Shortly  after  his  marriage,  Harry  returned  to  his  conamand, 
and  is  now  the  Lieutenant  .Colonel  of  his  regiment,  having  been 
promoted  to  that  honorable  position  for  gallantry  exhibited  -on 
many  battle  fields.  When  last  we  heard  of  him  he  was^on  fjnr. 
lough,  and  with  his  wife, in  Alabama,  where  they  now  reside,  he 
having  removed  to  that  State  a  short  time  previous  to  the  fall  of 
Vicksburg.  So  far,  his  wedded  life  has  been  one  of  unalloyed 
happiness,  and  we  can  only  wish  that  it  may  continue  so, 
through  many  long  years. .  To  his  wife,  though  she-  ha- 
not  been  a  very  prominent  character  in  this  boo.c,  we  tender 
our  best  wishes  for  the  continuance  of  that  happmess  hIio  bow 
enjoys,  and  trust  the  day  will  soon  arrive  when  her  husband  will 
have  no  further  need  to  peril  his  life, in  defence  <~-f  his  country, 
but  turning  his  sword  into  a  plough,  be  enabled  to  live  always 
with  her,  and  to  require  no  more  "furloughs." 

Shortly  after  his  daughter's  marriage  aui  reaioval  to  Ala- 
bama, Doctor  Humphries  found  Jackson  too  lonely  for  him  to 
reside  at.  He,  therefore,  removed  into  the  same  State,  whers 
he  possessed  a  plantation,  and  i3  now  residing  there,  beloved 
and  respected  by  all  who  know  him.  The  unfortunate  life. oi 
Mrs.  Wentworth,  and  the  sad  fate  of  herself  and  the  little 
Ella,  did  not  fail  to  make  him.  actively  alive  to  the  duties  of  the 
wealthy  towards  those  who  were  driven  from  their  homes  by 
the  enemy,  and  compelled  to  seek  refuge  in  the  States  held  by 
the  Confederate  government.  Every  time  a  refugee  arrived  at 
his  locality  he  visits  the  unfortunate  family  with  a  view  to 
finding  out  the  state  of  their  circumstances.  If  he  discovers 
they  are  in  need,  relief  is  immediately  granted,  and  the  parties 
placed  above  want.  By  his  energy  and  perseverance  he  has 
succeeded  in  forming  a  society  for  the  relief  of  all  refugees 
coming  into  the  country,  and  as  President  of  the  same,  has  in- 
fused a  spirit  of  benevolence  in  the  members,  which  promises 
to  become  a  blessing  to  themselves  as  well  as  to  the  wretched 
exiles  who  are  in  their  midsL 

The  little  Alfred  is  still  with  the  Doctor,  and  i's  a  source  of 
much  pleasure  to  the  old  gentleman.    It  was  only  after  the 
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•greatest  persuasions  possible  that  his  father  consente&tfa'his 
remaining,  hut  being  overcome  by  the  argument  of  the  Doctor 

#and1Harry  as  well  as  the  solicitations  of -Ettnfla,' he  at  last  gave 
his  Consent,  feeling  at  the  same  time  thatj.hisf  boy  would  he 
happier  and  fare  more  comfortable  than   with  the  Sisters  of 

'. Mercy,-  who,  from  their  austere  and  religious  life,  are  iff  suited 
to  rear  an  infant  of  such  tender  years.  The  boy  is  happy  and 
can  every  evening  be  seen  setting  on  the  knees  of  Doctor 
Htimphries,  who  he  calls  "grandfather"  and  indulging  in  innocent 
prattll.  He  has  not  yet  forgotten  his  mother  and  sister,  and 
very  feften  he  enquires  of  the  Doctor  if  they  will  not  come 
backio  him  at  some  future  time.  Oh  these  occasions  the  old 
gentlfeman'  shakes^his  head, .  and  tells  him  that  they  are  gone 

'to  -heaven  where  he  will  meet  them  at  some  future  time,  if  he 
behaves  like  a  good  boy.  Enjoying  good  health  and  perfectly 
happy,  although  anxious  for  the  termination  of  the  war, 
and  the  achievement  of  our  independence,  we  leave  this  worthy 
gentleman,,  with'the  hope  that  he  may  long  live  to  receive  the 
blessings  and  thanks  of  those  who  are  daily  benefitted  bv  his 
philanthropic  benevolence. 

The  good  old  negro  and  Elsie  accompanied  the  Doctor  to  Al- 
abama, and  are  now  residing  on  the  Doctor's  plantation.  TIv? 
old^woman  still  resides  in  a  cabin  by  herself,  for  no  amount  of 
persuasion  could  induce  her  to  stay  at  the  residence,  but  every 
day  she  may  be  seen  hobbling  to  the  house  with  some  present 

,  for  the  little  Alfred.    The  clothes  which  little  Ella,  died  in,  and 

'  the  remainder  of  the  wedding  gown,  are  kept  8|61|dlj5  by  her, 
and  often  she  narrates,  to  a  group  of  open-mojMWi  negro  c'kiL 
dren,  the  sad  tale  of  the  soldier's  wife,  embefjjifira  W  a  mat- 
ter ",of  course,  the  part  she  had  in  the  even^Pfeaawt    Her 

-  kindness  to  Mrs,  Wentworth  and  Ella,  was  not'forgotten /by 

'  the  soldier,  and  before  he  left  for  the  array,  she  received  .a  iat- 
stantial  reward  as  a  token  of  his  gratitude.  She  often  apeak^s 
of  Ella  as  the  little  angel  who^"  was  not  feared  to  die,' case  si  e 
was  a  angel  on  earf." 

F*  Notwithstanding  he  '"had  yielded  to  so  many  offers  of  the 
Doctor,   Alfred  would  not  consent  to  receive  Elsu  from  him, 

...  unless  he  paid  back  the  sum  of  money  given  for  the  girl.    This 

he  could  not  do  at  the  time^  and  it  was  decided  that  she  should 

-.remain  as  the  slave  of  Doctor  Humphries,  until  he  could  refund 
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the  amount.  She  is  now  serving  exclusively  as  the  nurse  q£' 
the  little  hoy,  and  is  as  happy  and  contented  as  any  slaved- 
the  South.  Her  attachment  to  the.  child  increases  daily,  and 
nothing  in  the  world  could  induce  her  to  forego  the  plea'sure* 
of  attending  to  her  wants.  The  old  negro  and  herse]£  are 
often  together,  conversing  of  the  unfortunate  family  of  her  for- 
mer master,  and  their  remarks  teem  with  sympathy  and  abound 
with  the  affection  felt  by  every  slave  for  a  kind  and  indulgent 
owner.  Although  of  a  servile  race,  we  leave  these  negroes, 
regretting  that  in  the  hearts  of  many  of  otir  white  people  the 
same  generous  feelings  do  not  exist.  It  is  sad  to  think  that, 
with  all  the  advantages  of  birth,  education,  and  position,  there 
should  be  found  men  of  Caucasian  origin,  who  are  below  the 
negro  in  all  the  noble  attributes  of  mankind.  But  there  are 
many  such,  and  while  they  do  not  elevate  the  servile  race^'  they 
lower,  to  a  considerable  degree,  the  free  born  and  educated. 

Vicksburg  fell  on  the  fourth  day  of  July,  1863,  and  the  an- 
niversary of  American  independence  was  celebrated. by  the 
Yankees  in  a  Southern  city  which  had  cost  them  thousands 
cf  lives  to  capture.  A  few  days  after  the  surrender,  the  ene- 
my advanced  on  Jackson,  and  compelled  General  Johnston  to 
evacuate  that  city,  to  save  Lis  army.  These  are  matters  of 
hhtory,  and  are  doubtless  *vell  known  to  the  reader..  After  re- 
taining possession  a  short  time,  the  Yankees  retreated  from  ihe 
:V!?.ce,bu't  not  before  they  had  given  another  proof  of  the  vandalism 
for  which  they  have  been  rendered  infamous  throughout  the  civ- 
ilizeil  world,  by  setting  the  city  on  fire.  Luckily  only  a  portion 
of  the  town  was  destroyed,  and  we  could  almost  rejoice  at  be- 
ing able. to  write  that  among  the  many  buildings  burnt  were 
those  belonging. to  Mr.  Elder.  Did  not  the  homes  of  many 
pood  and  Worthy  men  share  the  same  fate,  we  would  almost  at- 
tribute the  destruction  of  his  property  to  the  righteous  indig- 
nation of  God.  He  lost  every  residence  he  possessed,  and  as 
the  insurance  companies  refused  to  renew,  from  the  aspect  of 
affairs,  on  the  expiration  of  his  policies,  the  loss  was  a  total  one^ 
and  reduced  him  to  almost  beggary.  With  a  few  negroes  he 
reached  Mobile  and  is  now  living  on  the  income  their  labor 
yields.  His  brutal  conduct  had  reached  the  Bay  city,  before 
the  fall  of  Jackson,  and  on  his  arrival  there,  instead  of  receiv- 
ing the  sympathy  and  aid  of  the  generous  hearted  people,  he  was 
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coldly  met  and  all  rejoiced  at  his  downfall.  Those,  in  that  city, 
who  in  heart  were  like  him,  might  have  offered  assistance,  did 
they  not  fear  that  such  conduct  would  lend  to  suspicion  and 
eventuate  the  exposition  of  their  enormities.  His  punishment 
is  the  just  reward  for  his  iniquities,  and  we  record  almost  with 
regret  that  he  is  not  reduced  to  abject  beggary.  Thotigh  we 
are  told  to  "'return  good  for  evil"  and  to  "forgive  our  enemies.",-, 
we  cannot  in  the  case  of  Mr.  Elder  do  either,  but  would 
like  very  much  to  see  the  Mosaic  law  of  "an  eye  for  an  eye  and 
a  tooth  for  a  tooth"  put  in  force,  and  in  this  wish  those  who  are 
even  more  charitable  than  ourselves  will  coincide. 

Swartz  is  now  in  Augusta,  Georgia,  living  in  ease  and  afflu- 
ence, like  the  majority  of  Southern  speculators.  The  lesson  he 
received  from  his  nn charitableness,  has  not  benefitted  him  is. 
the  slightest  degree  lie  vfili  speculates  on  the  wants  of  the 
poor,  and  is  as  niggardly  to  the  needy.  Though  loyal  to  the 
Confederacy,  we  believe  his  loyalty  only  caused  from  his  be- 
mg  the  possessor  of  a  large  amount  of  Confederate,  funds,  but 
perhaps  wcjudge  him  wrongfully.  At  any  rate,  he  has  never 
done  anv  act  either  for  the  government  or  i'or  individuals  to 
merit  praise  or  approbation.  Injustice  to  the  Germans  of  the 
South,  we  would  state  that  when  his  combe::  towards  Mrs. 
Wentworth  became  known,  they  generally  ■;■•:  mlemned  him. — 
As  we  observed  in  a  former  ehapter,  kinlness  u^-l  benevolence 
is  the  general  trait  of  the  Germans,  and  we  would  not  have  it 
supposed  that  Swartz  is  a  representative  of  that  people.  The 
loss  sustained  by  Mr.  Swartz,  by  the  fall  of  Jackson,  was  com- 
paratively insignificant,  and  therefore  he  has  felt  no  change  of 
fortune.  The  punishment  that  he  merits,  is  not  yet  meted  to 
him,  but  we  feel  certain  that  it  will  be  dealt  to  him  at  the  prop- 
er time. 

Further  investigation  and  search  resulted  in  the  discovery  of 
sufficient  evidence  to  convict  Awtry  of  being  a  spy.  When 
brought  before  the  court  martial  convened  to  try  him,  he  dis- 
played considerable  arrogance,  and  obstinately  persisted  in  de- 
claring himself  a  British  subject.  With  such  plausibility  did 
he  defend  himself,  that  the  court  was  at  first  very  much  puzzled 
to  decide  whether  or  not  he  was  a  spy,  for  every  evidence 
brought  against  the  prisoner  w.'.s  explained  and  made  insignia- 
cant  by  his  consummate  skill  in  argument,  and  ■:  wa->  only  hv 
12 
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sthe  opportune  arrival  of  a  detective  with  the  most  decided  proof 
-of  his  guilt,  that  he  was  condemned  to  death.  Awtry  received 
ithe  sentence  of  the  court  with  haughty  indifference,  and  was 
Sled  back  to  prison,  to  await  death  by  hanging.  On  the  morn- 
ing of  his  execution,  the  courage  and  obstinacy  which  had 
(sustained  him  from  the  day  of  his  arrest,  gave  way,  and  to  the 
minister  who  called  upon  him,  he  made  a  full  confession  of  his 
having  been  sent  to  Mississippi  as  a  spy  for  Sherman,  and  that 
lie  had  already  supplied  that  yankee  General  with  valuable  in- 
formation of  the  strength  and  capacity  of  Vieksburg  for  resis- 
tance. He  was  very  much  humiliated  at  being  condemned  to 
death  by  hanging  and  made  application  tor  the  sentence  to  be 
changed  to  shooting,  but  the  military  authorities  declined  ac- 
eeeding  to  his  demand,  and  he  was  accordingly  hanged  on  the 
(branches  of  a  tree  near  Jackson.  A  small  mound  of  earth  in  an 
-obscure  portion  of  the  Confederacy  is  all  that  is  left  to  mark  the 
remains  of  Horace  Awtry.  The  libertine  and  prosecutor  of 
Mrs.  Went  worth  is  no  more,  and  to  God  we  leave  him.  In  His 
liiands  the  soul  of  the  dead  will  betreated  as  it  deserves,  and  the 
sinany  sins  which  stain  and  blacken  it  will  be  punished  by  the 
Almighty  as  they  deserve.  Black  as  was  his  guilt,  we  have  no 
word  of  reproach  for  the  dead.  Our  maledictions  are  for  the 
living  alone,  and  then  we  give  them  only  when  stern  necessity 
■demands  it,  and  when  we  do,  our  work  of  duty  is  blended  with 
regret,  and  would  be  recalled  were  it  possible,  and  did  not  the 
•outraged  imperatively  demand  it.  To  our  Savior,  we  leave  Aw- 
try Before  the  Judge  of  mankind  he  will  be  arraigned  for  his 
guilty  acts  on  earth,  andthejust  voice  of  the  Father,  will  pro- 
nounce on  him  the  punishment  he  merits. 

But  one  more  character  remains  for  us  to  notice.  Three  or 
four  times  in  the  last  twelve  months  a  man  dressed  in  the  uni- 
form of  a  Lieutenant  of  the  Staff,  and  wearing  a  black  crape 
around  his  arm,  may  have  been  seen  with  a  little  boy  kneeling 
by  the  side  of  a  grave  in  the  cemetery  of  Jackson,  Mississippi. 
The  grave  contains  two  remains,  but  is  covered  over  with  one 
large  brick  foundation  from  which  ascends  a  pure  and  stainless 
shaft  of  marble,  with  the  following  inscription  on  its  snowy 
..front : 
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S  _A_  O  ±R_  JE2  TD 

TO  THE  MEMORY  of 

M  Y    WIFE    A  N  I)    C  II  I  L  D 

EVA  AHB  ELLA  WEHTWOHTH. 

"Their  troubles  o'er,  they  rest  ia  pci« " 

IS?6S.  A.  W 

As  our  readers  must  perceive,  the  stranger  and  child  are  A!  i- 
fred  Wentworth  an  I  his  little  boy.     About  four  months   after 
the  death  of  bis  wife,  be  was  appointed  Inspector  General  of  a 
Louisiana  brigade  with  the  rank  of  tir»t  Lieutenant,  and   being 
stationed  for  awhile  near  Jackson,  paid  f rcrient  visits  to  the  city, 
and  never  failed  on  such  occasions  to  take  hi*  son  to  the  grave 
of  his  wife  and  chiiu.     There,  kneeling  before  the  grave,  the  bro- 
ken hearted  soldier  would  offer  up  a  prayer  to  God  for  the  repose 
of  the  souls  of  those  beneath  the  sod.     The  tears  which  fell  on 
the  grave  on  such  visits,  and  watered  the  last  resting  place  of 
the  loved  ones  were  the  holiest  that  ever  flowed  from  the  eyes  of 
man — they  were  the  homage  of  a  bereaved  husband  to  the  mem- 
ory of  a  pure  and  spotless  wife,  and  an  angel  daughter.     Alrred 
is  still  alive,   and   has  passed  unharmed  through  many  a  hard 
fought  battle.    Those  who  know  not  the  tale  of  his   family's 
(sufferings  and  unhappy  fate,  think  him  moody  and  unfriendly, 
but  those  who  are   accpiainted  with  the  trials  of  the   soldiers 
wife,  regard  his  reserved  and  silent  manners  with   respect,  for 
though  the  same  sorrows  may  not  darken  the  sunshine  of  theii 
lives,  their  instinct  penetrates  the  recess  of  the   soldiers  heart, 
and  the  sight  of  its  shattered  and  wrecked  remains  often  cause 
cause  a  sigh  of   sorrow,  and  a  tear  of  commisseration.     Let 
us  trust   that  a  merciful  God   in   His  divine  wisdom,  may  a! 
leviate  the  poignant  grief  of  the   soldier,    arid    restore    him.  to 
that  happiness  he  once  possessed. 

And  now  kind  reader,  we  bid  you  a  last  farewell;  but  ere  th.; 
pages  of  this  book  are  closed,  let  us  speak  a  word  to  you,  for 
those  unfortunates  who  abandon  their  homes  on    th?  appraaod 
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of  the  enemy  to  seek  refuge  in  the  Confederate  lines.     Many — 
alas  !  too  many  of  us,  con-ider  the  term  "refugee"  synonymous 
with  that  of  "beggar."     In  this  idea  we  err.     It  is   true  they 
are  in  many  instances  reduced  to  penury,  but  in  their  poverty 
are  as  different  from  the  mendicant  as  the  good  are  from  the 
bad.     Many  of  these  refugees  have  lost  their  homes,  their  wealth 
— their  everything  to  retain  their  patriotism  and  honor.    Some 
of  them  adorned  the  most  polished  circles  in  their  midst,  and 
many  held  an  enviable  position  in  the  State  of  their  nativity  or 
residence.     For  their  country,  for  our  country,  for  your  coun- 
try, the  brave  abandoned  all  they  possessed,  preferring  to  live 
in  want,  among  the  people  of  the  South,  than  to  revel  in  luxu- 
ries in  the  midst  of  our  enemies.     Seek  these  exiks.     Look  up- 
on them  as  suffering   Confederates,    and  extend  the  hand  of 
friendship  and  assistance  to  all  who  are  in  need.     Let  the  sol- 
dier know  that  his  wife  and  children  are  provided   for  by  you. 
It  will  cheer  him  while  in  camp,  it  will  inspire  bim  in  battle, 
and  if  he  falls  by  the  hand  of  the  enemy,  the  knowledge  that 
those  he  loves  will  be  cared  for,  will  lighten  tne  pangs  of  Death, 
and  he  'will  die,  happy  in  the  thought  of  falling  for  his  country. 
Oh !  kind  reader,  turn  your  ear  to  the  moaning  of  the  soldier's 
wife — the  cries  of  his  children,  and  let  your   heart  throb  with 
kindness   and   symyathy   for   their  sufferings.      Relieve  their 
wants,  alleviate  their  pains,  and  earn  for  yourself  a  brighter  re- 
ward than  gold  or  influence  can  purchase — the  eternal  gratitude 
of  the  defenders  of  our  liberties. 

Farewell !  if  a  single  tear  of  sorrow,  steals  unhidden  down 
your  cheek  at  the  perusal  of  this  sad  tale — if  in  your  heart  a  sin- 
gle chord  of  pity  is  touched  at  its  recital — we  shall  have  been 
folly  rewarded  for  the  time  and  labor  expended  by  us.  And  if 
at  some  future  day  you  hear  of  some  soldier's  family  suffering ; 
sympathise  with  their  afflictions  and  cheerfully  aid  in  ameliora- 
ting their  condition,  by  giving  a  single  thought  of  "The  Trials 
©f  the  Soldier's  Wife." 

FINIS. 
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In  presenting  a  work  of  this  nature  to  the  reader,  the  Author 
takes  the  opportunity  of  making  an  apology  for  the  errors,  typo- 
graphies! and  otherwise,  which  may  be  found  therein.     The  dif- 
ficulties under  which  he  labored  in  procuring  the  publication  of 
the  book  at  this  time,  when  the  principal  publishers  of  the  South 
are  so  busily  engaged  in  publishing  works  written  in  foreign 
parts,  and  which  cost  them  nothing  but  the  expense  of  publica- 
tion, and  the  procuring  of  them  through  our  blockaded  ports. 
The  book  which  our  readers  have  just  completed  perusing,  is 
filled  with  many  errors  ;  too  many,  in  fact,  for  any  literary  work 
to  contain.     The  excuse  of  the  Author  for  these,  is,  that  at  the 
time  the  book  was  in  press  he  was  with  the  Army  of  Tennessee 
performing  his  duties,  which  prevented  him  from  reading  the 
proof  sheets  and  correcting  all  mistakes  which  crept  in  during 
composition.     The  party  on  whom  devolved  the  duty  of  reading 
the  proof  performed  his  work  as  well  as  could  be  expected,  for, 
In  some  instances,  the  errors  were  the  fault  of  the  Author,  and 
not  that  of  the  printer,  who  labored  under  many  disadvantages 
in  deciphering  the  manuscript  copy  of  the  book;  the  greater 
part  of  which  was  written  on  the  battle-field,  and  under  fire  of 
the  enemy.     It  is  thus  that  in  the  first  page  we  find  an  error  of 
the  most  glaring  character  possible,  but  which  might  have  been 
the  Author's,  as  well  as  the  printer's  omission.     Thus,  the  Au. 
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thor  is  made  to  say  thai  the  "  aristocracy  "  of  New  Orleans 
were  "  well  known  by  that  elegance  and  etiquette  which  distin- 
guish- the  par venu  of  society."     Now  the  intention,  as   well  as- 
the    words   of  the   author,  rev-resented   the    "aristocracy"  in 
quite  a  different  light.      That  line  should  have  read  "  that  ele- 
gance and   etiquette  which  distinguish   the   »-ell-bred  from  the 
patcenu  of  society,  tfce."   Nevertheless,  the  whole  sense  of  the 
sentence  is  destroyed  by  the  omission  of  the   i'"!iciscd  words, 
and  the  reader  is  left  to  infer  that  the  aristocracy  of  New  Or- 
leans are  the  parcenu  of  society;    rather,   we  must  admit,,  £-• 
doubtful  compliment,  and  quite  in  accordance  with  the  following- 
words,  which  go  on  to  speak  of  "  the  vulgar  but  wealthy  class 
of  citizens  with   which  this  country  is  infested."     Now  we  dc> 
not  pretend   for  a  moment  to  believe  that  our  readers  would 
imagine  that  we  meant  the  sentence    quoted  in  the  sence   it 
appear.?,  and  they  may,  perhaps,  pass  it  over  without  noticing. 
the  errors  complained  of;  but  when  such  errors-  should  not  exist,-, 
they  become  a  source  of  much  annoyance  to  the  author,  andJ 
cord  J  they  have  been  rectified  before  it  was  too  late,  they  should 
never  have  appeared  in  print.     In  fact,  after  discovering  that  an 
error  of  so  gross  a  nature  existed  in  the  first  pages  of  the  book, 
the  author  would  have  had  the  entire  "  form  "  reprinted,  had 
not  the  extravagant  price  of  paper,  and  its  great  scarcity,  pre- 
cluded the  possibility  of  such  an  idea  being  carried  into  effect, 
The  errors,  therefore,  remain,  and  for  them  we  would  claim  in- 
digence, although  readily  admitting  that  none  is  deserved. 

And  now  we  desire  to  say  a  few  words  relative  to  the  work. 
you  have  just  completed  reading.  It  may  appear  to  you  a  wile: 
and  extravagant  tale  of  hardships  and  privations  which  existed! 
only  in  the  imagination  of  the  author.  Were  your  supposition 
correct,  we  should  rejoice,  but  unfortunately,  every  day  brings 
us  scenes  of  poverty  that  this  work  lacks  in  ability  to  portray, . 
in  sufficient  force,  the  terrible  sufferings  borne  by  thousands  of 
our  people.     In  the  plenitude  of  our  wealth,  we  think  not  of  the 
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poor,  and  thus-  we  ca.iP.ot  te!i  or  find  out  the  hundreds  of  pov- 
erty stricken  wretches  who  cover  the  country.  Our  natures 
may  be  charitable  even,  but  we  only  give  charity  where  it  is 
asked  for,  and  await  the  coming  of  the  mendicant  before  our 
purses  are  opened.  By  these  means  alone  do  we  judge  the  ex- 
tent of  sufferring  in  the  land,  and,  not  hearing  of  many  cases  of 
penury,  or  receiving  many  applications  for  assistance,  we  believe 
that  the  assertion?  of  great  want  being  among  the  people  are 
untrue,  and  we  purposely  avoid  searching  for  the  truth  of  such 
assertions.  The  design  of  the  author,  in  this-  little  book,  has 
been  to  open  the  eyes  of  the  people  to  the  truth.  If  he  has 
painted  the  trials  of  the  soldiers  wife  more  highly  colored  than 
reality  could  permit,  it^  has  been  because  he  desired  to  present 
Ms  argument  with  greater  force  than  he  could  otherwise  have 
done;  and  yet,  if  we  examine  well  the  picture  he  presents  ;  take 
it  in  its  every  part,  and  look  on  each  one,  we  will  ffhd  that  it 
does  not  exaggerate  a  single  woe.  We  have  seen  far  greater 
scenes  of  wretchedness  than  those  narrated  herein  ;  scenes  which 
defy  description  ;  for  their  character  has  been  so  horrible  that 
to  depict  it,  a  pen  mightier  than  a  Bulwer's  or  a  Scott's  would 
be  necessary. 

The  tale  which  the  reader  has  just  finished  perusing  is  taken 
from  scenes  that  actually  occurred  during  the  present  war — ex- 
cept, perhaps,  that  part  which  relates  the  tearing  of  the  mother 
from  the  bedside  of  her  dead  child.  In  every  other  respect  all 
that  is  narrated  in  the  foregoing  pages  arl  strictly  true,  and 
there  are  parties  now  in  the  South,  who,  when  they  read  this 
work,  will  recognize  in  themselves,  some  of  the  characters  rep- 
resented herein.  The  Author  would  rejoice,  for  the  sake  of  hu- 
manity and  civilization  if  the  tale  he  has  written  was  only  a 
fiction  of  his  own  imagining ;  but  did  it  not  contain  truths  the 
work  would  never  have  been  written.  No  other  object  than 
that  of  calling  attention  to  the  vast  misery  and  wretchedness 
which  at  the  present  time   of  writing   abounds   in  the  South, 
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prompted  the  Author  to  pen  the  pages  which,  you  have  perused. 
He  has  witnessed  them  himself;  he  has   seen  the   soldiers  wife 
absolutely  starving,  and  from  a   slender  purse  has  himself  en- 
deavored to   relieve  their  necessities.     To  present   before  the 
world  the  fact  that  there  are  thousands  in  our  midst  who  are  in 
absolute  beggary,  has  been  the  object  of  the  writer,  and  to  call 
•on  those  who  are  able  to  do  so,  to  aid  these  unfortunates,  is  his 
purpose.     This  book  is  an  appeal  to  the  Rich  in  favor   of  the 
Poor.     It  is  the 'voice  of  Humanity  calling  upon  Wealth  to  rise 
from  her  sluggish  torpor  and   wrest  the  hungry  and  thread- 
bare victim  from  the  grasp  of  Famine,  and  drive  desolation  from 
our  midst.     If  this  call  is  answered  ;  if  the  wealthy  awake   to 
their  duty  and  save  the  wretched  beings  who  are  in  our  midst, 
then  the  Author  will  have  gained  a  richer  reward  than  all  the 
profits  accruing  from  this  work.     He  will  have  been  more  than 
rewarded  by  the  knowledge  that. he  has  been  the  instrument, 
through  which  charity  has  once  more  visited  the  South,  and 
swept   oppression  and  want  from  Our  land.     Such  scenes  as 
those  we  daily  witness  were  never  seen,  even  in  the  mildest  form 
a  few  short  years  ago.    Prior  to  the  war  there  was  scarcely  a 
beggar  in  the  South,  and  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the  oth- 
er could  we  walk  without  hearing  the  voice  of  the  mendicant 
appealing  to  our  benevolence.     How  changed  now !     In   every 
city  of  the  South  the  streets  are .  filled  with   ragged  boys   and 
girls  stopping  each  passer  by  and  asking  aid.     It  is  a  digrace  to 
humanity  and  to  God,  and  that  such  things  should  be   in  our 
land,  whose  sons  have  exhibited  such  heroism  and  devotion. — 
Many  of  these  beggars  are  the  sons  and  daughters  of  our  sol- 
diers— of  our  honored  dead  and  heroic  living.     To  the  soldier 
who  lies  beneath  the  sod  a  martyr  to  his  country's  cause,  their 
sufferings  are  unknown ;  but  if  in  Heaven  he  can  witness  their 
penury,  his  soul  must  rest   ill  at  peace  and  weep  for   those  on 
earth.     To  the  soldier,  who  is  still  alive  and  struggling  for  oui 
independence,  the  letter  that  brincr5  him  news  of  his  wife's  and 
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children's    poverty    mast  bring  him  discontent,  and     render 
him  unwilling  to  longer  remain  in  the  army  and   struggle   for 
liberty  while  they  are  starving.     How  many  times  have  not  de- 
sertion taken  place  through  this  very  cause.    In  Mississippi  we 
witnessed  the  execution  of  a  soldier  for  the  crime  of  desertion. 
On  the  morning  oi  his  execution  he  informed  the  minister  that 
he  never  deserted  until  repeated  letters  from  his  wife  informed 
him  of  her  wretched  condition;  informed  him  that  herself  and 
her  children  were  absolutely  starving.     He  could  no  longer   re- 
main in  the  army  ;  the  dictates  of  his  own  heart ;  the  prompt- 
ings of  his  affection  triumphed  and  in  an  evil  hour  he  deserted 
and  returned  home  to  find  her  tale,  alas !  too  true.     He  was  ar- 
rested, courtmartialed  and  shot.     He  had  forfeited  his  life  by 
his  desertion  and  bore  his  fate  manfully  ;  his  only  fear  being  for 
the  future  welfare  of  that  wife  and  her   children  for   whom  lie 
had  lost  his  life.     When  lie  fell,  pierced  by  the  bullets   of  his 
comrades,  was  there  not  a  murder  committed  ?    There  was,  but 
not  by  the  men    who  sentenced  him  to  death.     They  but   per- 
formed duty,  and,  we  are  charitable  enough  to    suppose,  per- 
formed it  with  regret.     The  murderers  were  the  heartless  men 
who  are  scattered  over  the  land  like  locusts,  speculating  on  the 
necessities  of  the  people,  and  their  aiders  and  abettors  are  those 
who  calmly  -at  with  folded  arms,  and  essayed  not  to  aid  his  fam- 
ily,    Rise,  O  my  readers  and  aid  the  poor  of  our  land.     Let 
your  hearts  be  filed  with  mercy  to  the  unfortunate,     Jvemem- 
ber  that 

'  Tj.e  '../ai..ty  oi  mercy  is  Lot  strain  J 
It  Cioppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath;  it  is  twice  blesses':, 
It  "biesstth  hiol  that  gives  and  him  that  take; : 
'T:s  mightiest  in  the  mightiest;  it  becomes 
Ttie  cicwsed  monarch  better  than  his  crown  :" 

and  in  performing  an  act  of  charity  you  bless  yourself  as    well 

as  the  one  who  is  benefitted  by  such  charity. 
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We  shall  now  close  our  remarks  with  the  hope  that  the  read 
er  will  appreciate  the  motive  which  prompted  the  writing  ci 
this  book.     As  will  he  seen,  it  has  no  plot— it  never  was  intend- 
ed to  have  any.     The  Author  intended  merely  to  write   a  vin> 
pie  narrative  when  he  commenced  this  work,  and  to  place  he- 
fore  the  public  in  the  most  agreeable  form  of  reading,  a  subject 
of  vital  importance  to  the  Confederacy,  and  to  impress  upon  the 
minds  of  the  wealthy  their  duty  to  the  poor.     He  knows  not 
whether  he  has  succeeded  in  the  latter  hope,  and  he  could  have 
wished' that  some  other  pen  had  taken  up  the  subject  and  woven 
it  into  a  tale  that  could  have  had  a  better  and  more  lasting  ef- 
fect than  the  foregoing  is  likely  to   have.     Nevertheless  he 
trusts  that  all  his  labor  is  not  lost,  but  that  some  attention  will 
be  paid  to  his  words  and  a  kinder  feeling  be  manifested  towards 
refugees  and  the  poor  than  has  hitherto  been  shown.     If  this  be 
done  then  nothing  but  the  happiest  results  can  follow,  and   the 
blessings  of  thousands,  the  heartfelt  blessings  of  thousands  on 
earth,  will  follow  those  who  aid  in  the   work  of  charity,  called 
for  by  the  present  emergency,  and  from  the  celestial  realms  th> 
voice  of  God  will  be  heard  thanking  His  children  on   earth  for 
their  kindnf-'s  to  their  fellow  mortals. 


For  tie  publication  of  this  work  the  Author  has  to  thank  the 
kind  proprietor  of  the  "Atlanta  Intelligencer,"  Co!.  Jared  I 
"Whitaker.  To  this  gentleman  is  he  indebted  for  being  able  t  o 
present  the  work  to  the  public,  and  to  him  does  the  Author  ex- 
tend his  sincere  thanks.  In  Col.  Whitaker  the  Confederacy 
has  one  son  who,  uncontaminated  by  the  vile  weeds  of  mortali- 
ty which  infest  us,  still  remains  pure  and  undefiled,  and,  not 
only  the  obligations  due  from  the  author  are  hereby  acknowl- 
edged, but  as  one  who  has  witnessed  the  whole  souled  charity 
of  this  gentleman,  we  can  record  of  him  the  possession  of  ? 
heart,  unswayed  by    a  sordid  motive.    To  this  gentleman  are 
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the  thanks  of  the  author  tendered,  with  the  wish  that  he  may 
live  many  long  yoars  to  reap  the  reward  due  to  those,  who,  like 
-i'-nself,  are  ever  foremost  in  deeds  of  charity  and  benevolence. 
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EERATUM. 


The  following  is  a  partial  J:?t  of  the  errors  to  be  found  in  the 
foregoing  work : 

7th  Page,  7th  line :  for  "as  the  most"  read  ''to  be  the  most.'' 
"       "      10th  line:  for    "which   distinguish   the  parvenu'' 
read  "which  distinguish  the  well  bred  from  «fcc." 

8th  Page,  36th  line:  for  "the  handsome,  though   dark"  reacD 
"the  dark  though  handsome." 

25th  Page,  37th  line,  for  "this  means"  read  "such  means." 
"    "my  heroine"  read  "our  heroine." 
"    "Svi"  re:",""!  "El'?.." 


"    "wood"  read  "road." 

"    "Burman   House"    read   "Bowni^s. 
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